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DEDICATION. 



TO THE 

NOBLEMEN AND GENTLEMEN 

OF TUB 

CALEDONIAN HUNT. 

My Lords and Gentlemen, 

*t Scottish Bard, proud of the name, and whose highest 
ambition is to sing in his Country's service, where shall 
he so properly look for patronage as to the illustrious 
names of his native Land; those who bear the honours 
and inherit the virtues of their Ancestors? The Poetic 
Genius of my Country found me, as the prophetic bard 
Elijah did Elisha — at the plough; and threw her 
inspiring mantle over me. She bad me sing the loves, 
the joys, tJie rural scenes and rural pleasures of my na- 
tive soil, in my native tongue : I tuned my wild, artless 
notes, as she inspired. — She whispered me to come to 
this ancient Metropolis of Caledonia, and lay my Sengs 
under your honoured protection : I now obey her dic- 
tates. 

Though much indebted to your goodness, I do not 
approach you, my Lords and Gentlemen, in the usual 
style of dedication, to thank you for past favours ; that 
pith is so liackneyed by prostituted learning, that honest 
rusticity is ashamed of it. Nor do I present this Ad- 
dress with the venal soul of a servile Author, looking 
fiir a continuation of those favours : / was bred to the 
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Plough, and am independent. I come to claim the 
common Scottish name with you, my illustrious Coun- 
trymen ; and to tell the world that I glory in the title. 
I come to congratulate my Country, that the blood of 
her ancient heroes still runs uneontaminated ; and that 
from your courage, knowledge, and public spirit, she 
may expect protection, wealth, and liberty. In the last 
place, I come to proffer my warmest wishes to the Great 
Fountain of Honour, the Monarch of the Universe, for 
your welfare and happiness. 

, When you go forth to waken the Echoes % in t\e ancie) 
and favourite amusement of your Forefathers, mill 
Pleasure ever be of your party ; and may Social* M 
await your return; When harassed m courts op^camps 
with thejostUags of bad men and bad measures, may t/te 
honest consciousness of injured worth attend your returU, 
to your native Seats; and may Domestic Happiamsf, 
with a smiling welcome, meet you at your gates I 'Jffay 
corruption shrink at your kindling indignant glance; 
and may tyranny in the Ruler, and licentiousness itiHhe 
People, equally find you an inexorable foe / » * • : \ u 



I hate the honour to be, 

With the shtcerest gratitude, • 

and highest respect, 

.''■■'■■ » . ■ 

My Lords and Gentlemen, 

Your most devoted, humble servant, 

ROBERT BURNS. 
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Edinburgh, 
April 4, 1787. 
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•tt|^" itqlj^wittj^ ^"rifles are not the product Wd' of 
thfc pfl&t*<w&b with all the advantages pt Iearn^[ 
art; &nd, rterhapis, amid the elegancies and idler 
pe^es of upper life, looks down for a rural theme, 
witheeiye to Tbeocritus or Virgil.; To.the ^uttor 
dfHfyis, these and other celebrated names their 
^o^itrynien are, at least in their original htnguflge, 
a fountain shut up, and a book seated. tjna&- 
quainted with the necessary requisites for com- 
mencing poet by rule, he sings the sentiments and 
manners he felt and saw in himself and his rustic 
compeers arjouad jbjm, in his and their native 
language. Though a rhymer from his earliest 
years, at least, from the earliest impulses of the 
softer passions, it was not till very lately that the 
appl^usa^^exhaps^ the partiality, of friendship, 
wakened his vanity so far as to make him think 
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any thing of his worth showing ; and none of the 
following works were composed with a view to 
the press. To amuse himself with the little cre- 
ations of his own fancy, amid the toil and fatigues 
of a laborious life ; to transcribe the various feel- 
ings, the loves, the griefs, the hopes, the fears, 
in his own breast; to find some kind of counter- 
poise to the struggles of a world, always an alien 
scene, a task uncouth to the poetical mind — these 
were his motives for courting the Muses, and in 
these he found poetry to be its own reward. 

Now that he appears in the public character 
of an author, he does it with fear and trembling. 
So dear is fame to the rhyming tribe, that even 
he, an obscure, nameless Bard, shrinks aghast at 
the thought of being branded as — An impertinent 
blockhead, obtruding his nonsense on the world ; 
and, because he can make a shift to jingle a few 
doggerel Scotch rhymes together, looking upon 
himself as a poet of no small consequence for- 
sooth ! 

It is an observation of that celebrated poet, 
Shenstone, whose divine elegies do honour to our 
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language, our nation, and our species, that ' Hu- 
mility has depressed many a genius to a hermit, 
but never raised one to fame!' if any critic 
catches at the word genius, the author tells him 
once for all, that he certainly looks upon himself 
as possest of some poetic abilities, otherwise his 
publishing in the manner he has done would be 
a manoeuvre below the worst character which, he 
hopes, his worst enemy will ever give him. But 
to the genius of a Ramsay, or the glorious dawn- 
ings of the poor, unfortunate Fergusson, he, with 
equal unaffected sincerity, declares, that, even in 
his highest pulse of vanity, he has not the most 
distant pretensions. These two justly admired 
Scotch -poets he has often had in his eye in the 
following pieces ; but rather with a view to kindle 
at their flame than for servile imitation. 

To his Subscribers, the Author returns his most 
sincere thanks. Not the mercenary bow over a 
counter, but the heart-throbbing gratitude of the 
bard, conscious how much he owes to benevolence 
and friendship, for gratifying him, if he deserves 
it, in that dearest wish of every poetic bosom, to 
be distinguished. He begs his readers, particu- 



larly the learned and the polite, who may honour 
him with a perusal^ that they will, ra^a, every al- 
lowance for education and circumstances of life ; 
but if, after a fair, candid, and impartial criticism, 
he shall stand convicted of dulness and aonsiensW 
let hint be done by as he would in that 6a^ jii) 
by others — let him be condemned, withoUtm^re^ 
to contempt and oblivion. - ' •■^na^iT 

. . ,• ».;Mi!i.-.i> -jii'l 

'■u'J •tr'T 

• ' <■ d( • ■>» o: .',<*<mw»A 

V , -O i ,., CuM -IT 
Thii Preface to the first edition of the Anther* Ifoemfi, po- 
lished at Kilmarnock, was omitted in those sabsequetrtPf WW- 
JUhed ia his life time ; it has since been very property' r^of,^, 
but iu this edition gives place to the Dedication 'wbiobi be 
;a4opted on coming to the Scottish Metropolis. (,1< ]] v :\ 

r ' *• ti'. t l 

The 1 pfesebt Volume consists of all the Poems -piibJHhed 1 to 
tfep Aathqr's life time, with the exception of a f^Wjj^riofd 
Pieces* which are thrown into the alphabetical arrangement pf 
'(Mother Volume, comprising bis Songs, Posthumous Jtafe#s, 
and RM4£tLf8; and which, together, form a complete Bdztlbn 
of his VoSjm Works. 



L'..' '• •.'!.. ♦. 





i-' 


1 


!' ■ 
.••I 


• 


'; 


, • 


■ - r 


' 




■ •• 




• 




i 


'..\'i 

:.i'i 


■• r 


* t'S 


• t~" '. '• 


<>< 


i • 


■ iji'll.. 


■»l/. : 


: >y) 



nw)\ »•'• 



' I 



CONTENTS. 

1,J V '^oEMs; Chiefly scotfTlsai' 

'. £»til )v -■». Mi. :!.■■'■■ ' .'. ■ » .in " : 

PART THE FIRST. 

The Twa Dogs. A Tale 3 

&o<c*XteliJkfr ; . ;■..•;'. 4 . .. 11 

The Author's Barnes* Cry and Prayer to the Scotch Repre*. 
^'isnlaYrves ■;'»'. . . . V. :.......... ; . .' 'lrf 

IfcalnaS^ ' V.'. '. '. I '. V.\ li 

The Brigs of Ayr 40 

Tbe Ordination 43 

Tbe Calf 53 

Address to the Dcil 54 

Tbe Death and Dying Words of Poor Mailie < . ; . 59 

I^MlrifcV* Blen, '.;0{G * ZU -J * 61 

'fqJW&Smlh, Merchant, Maoohline . . . *.jB; A . ,,;.,.* , & 

A Dream ,'jf JET. . . .,,, . . 69 

TnVVisW'. ;.':..' '. . .' : r .\ . ; ; KVi'.V'ra 

4d4nto'tcPtai» UbofttGoid, or the Rigidly Righteous >K « J ; 85 

Tarn Samson's Etogy ,....,.»'. ...*,. . 88 

Haliowefn 77 .............: : & 

.VfcBtiJhJP******'*^*" Year M °™i n g Satotatipti (p . hi^ ( 

'Wyffi. M ^::::::::::::::::\\-:!:-::,' : ::':}^ 

'A Whiter Night • 1*0 

IZpistfe to Davie, a Brother Poet . „ . : »*.-'..**• 114 

.7f*>J«Bient , , .. ..»...», ......* >«. W 



' PART THE SECOND. 



•« 



Despondency. An Ode 125 

Winter. A Dirge -.-■ 128 

The Cotter's Saturday Night . .-. ,. 129 

Man was made to mourn 157 

Prayer in tbe Prospect of Death 140 

Stanzas on tbe same Occasion 141 

Verses left at the House of a Reverend Friend 142 

# The First Psalm 143 

Prayer, under the Pressnre of violent Angnish 144 

The first Six Verses of the Nineteenth Psalm 145 

To a Mountain Daisy 146 

To Rain 148 



• • 



XII CONTENTS. PART II. 

Pa*e 

To Miss Logan, with Beattie's Poems 149 

Epistle to a Young Friend , 150 

On a Scottish Bard, gone to the West Indies . 153 

To a Haggis 155 

Dedication to Gavin Hamilton, Esq 157 

To a Loose. On seeing one On a Lady's Bonnet at Church 161 

Address to Edinburgh 163 

Epistle to J. Lapraik, an old Scottish Bard 165 

To the same t .. . 170 

To Wflliam Simpson, Ochiltree 174 

Postscript 178 

Epistle to John Rankin 181 

Jonn Barleycorn. A Ballad 184 

Fragment 187 

Written in Friars-Carse Hermitage 190 

Ode, to the Memory of Mrs. 192 

Elegy on Captain Matthew Henderson 194 

The Epitaph ; 197 

Lament of Mary Queen of Scots 199 

To Robert Graham, Esq. of Fintra 201 

Lament for James Earl of Glencairn 204 

To Sir John Whiteford, of Wbiteford, Bart with the fore- 
going Poem 207 

Tim T Shanter. A Tale 206 

On seeing a woonded Hare a Fellow had jost shot ...... 215 

Address to the Shade of Thomson 216 

Epitaphs. 

On a celebrated Baling Elder 217 

On a noisy Polemic 217 

On wee Johnny 217 

For the Author's Father 218 

For R. A. Esq 218 

For G. H. Esq 218 

A Bard's Epitaph 219 

On the late Captain Grose's Peregrination 220 

To Miss Crnikshanks 223 

On the Death of John M'Leod, Esq 224 

Humble Petition of Bruar Water 225 

On scaring some Water Fowl 228 

Written at the Inn at Kenmore, Taymoath 230 

Written at the Fall of Fyers 232 

On the Birth of a posthumous Child 233 

The Whistle. A Ballad 234 

Second Epistle to Davie 238 

Farewell to Ayrshire % . 204 



POEMS, 



CHIEFLY SCOTTISH. 



PART I. 



8 



POEMS, 

CHIEFLY SCOTTISH. 



PART I. 



THE TWA DOGS, 

A TALE. 

1 was in that place o' Scotland's isle, 
That bears the name o' Auld King Coil, 
Upon a bonnie day in June, 
When wearing thro' the afternoon, 
Twa dogs that werena thrang at name, 
Forgathered ance upon a time. 

The first 111 name, they ca'd him Ccesar, 
Was keepit for his Honour's pleasure : 
His hair, his size, his mouth, his lugs, 
Shew'd he was nane o' Scotland's dogs ; 
But whalpit some place far abroad, 
Where sailors gang to fish for Cod. 

His locked, lettered, braw brass collar, 
Shew'd him the gentleman and scholar ; 
But though he was o' high degree, 
The fient a pride nae pride had he ; 
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But wad hae spent an hour caressin, 
Ev'n wi' a tinkler-gypsey's messin. 
At kirk or market, mill or smiddie, 
Nae tawted tyke, tho' e'er sae duddie, 
But he wad stand, as glad to see him, 
And stroan't on stanes an' hillocks wi' him. 

The tither was a ploughman's collie, 
A rhyming, ranting, raving billie, 
Wha for his friend an' comrade had him, 
And in his freaks had Luath ca'd him, 
After some dog in Highland sang, 
Was made lang syne — Lord knows how lang. 

He was a gash an' faithfu' tyke, 
As ever lap a sheugh or dyke. 
His honest, sonsie, baws'nt face, 
Aye gat him friends in ilka place. 
His breast was white, his towsie back 
Weel clad wi' coat o' glossy black ; 
His gawcie tail, wi' upward curl, 
Hung o'er his hurdies wi' a swirl. 

Nae doubt but they were fain o' ither, 
An' unco pack an' thick thegither ; 
Wi' social nose whyles snuff 'd and snowkit ; 
Whyles mice an' moudieworts they howkit ; 
Whyles scour'd awa in lang excursion, 
An' worry*d ither in diversion ; 
Until wi' daffin weary grown, 
Upon a knowe they sat them down, 
And there began a lang digression 
About the lords o* the creation, 

CASAR. 

I've aften wonder'd, honest Luath, 
What sort o* life poor dogs like you have; 
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An' when the gentry's life I saw, 
What way poor bodies livM ava. 

Our Laird gets in his racked rents, 
His coals, his kain, and a' his stents : 
He rises when he likes himsel ; 
His flunkies answer at the bell : 
He ca's his coach, he ca's his horse; 
He draws a bonnie silken purse 
As lang's my tail, whare, thro' the steeks, 
The yellow lettered Geordie keeks. 

Frae morn to e'en it's nought but toiling, 
At baking, roasting, frying, boiling; 
And tho' the gentry first are stechin, 
Yet ev'n the ha' folk fill their pechan 
Wi' sauce, ragouts, and sic like trashtrie, 
That's little short o' downright wastrie. 
Our Whipper-in, wee blastit wonner, 
Poor worthless elf, it eats a dinner 
Better than ony tenant man 
His Honour has in a' the Ian': 
An' what poor cot-folk pit their painch in, 
I own it's past my comprehension. 

LUATH. 

Trowth, Caesar, whyles they're fash't eneugh ; 
A cottar howkin in a sheugh, 
Wi' dirty stanes biggin a dyke, 
Baring a quarry, and sic like, 
Himsel, a wife, he thus sustains, 
A smytrie o' wee duddie weans, 
An' nought but his han' darg, to keep 
Them right and tight in tback an' rape. 

An' when they meet wi' sair disasters, 
Like loss o' health, or want o' masters, 
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Ye maist wad think, a wee touch langer, 
An' they maun starve o' cauld and hunger ; 
Hut, how it comes, I never kenn'd it, 
They're maistly wonderfu' contented; 
An' buirdly chiels, an* clever hizzies 
Are bred in sic a way as this is. 

CjESAR. 

But then to see how ye're negleckit, 
How huff'd, and cuff'd, and disrespeckit! 
L— d, man, our gentry care as little 
For del vers, ditchers, an' sic cattle; 
They gang as saucy by poor fc/k, 
As I wad by a stinking brock. 

I'vo notic'd, on our Laird's court-day, 
An' mony u time my heart's been wae, 
Poor tenant bodies, scant o' cash, 
How they maun thole a factor's snash ; 
He'll stamp an' threaten, curse an' swear, 
He'll apprehend them, poind their gear; 
While they maun stan', wi' aspect humble, 
An' hear it a', an' fear and tremble? 
I see how folk live that hae riches : 
But surely poor folk maun be wretches ! 

s 
i 

LUATH. 

They're nae sae wretched's ane wad think ; 
Tho' constantly on poortith's brink : 
They're sae accustom'd wi' the sight, 
The view o't gies them little fright. 

Then chance an' fortune are sae guided, 
They're aye in less or mair provided ; 
An' tho' fatigu'd wi' close employment, 
A blink o' rest's a sweet enjoyment. 
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The dearest comfort o' their lives, 
Their grushie weans an' faithfu' wives; 
The prattling things are just their pride, 
That sweetens a* their fire-side. 
An* whyles twalpennie worth o' nappy 
Can mak the bodies unco happy ; 
They lay aside their private cares, 
To mind the Kirk and State affairs : 
They'll talk o* patronage and priests, 
Wi' kindling fury in their breasts, 
Or tell what new taxation's comin, 
An' ferlie at the folk in Lorion. 

As bleak-fac'd Hallowmass returns, 
They get the jovial, ranting kirns, 
When rural life, o' ev'ry station, 
Unite in common recreation ; 
Love blinks, Wit slaps, an' social Mirth, 
Forgets there's Care upo' the earth. 

That merry day the year begins, 
They bar the door on frosty winds; 
The nappy reeks wi' mantling ream, 
An' sheds a heart-inspiring steam ; 
The luntin pipe, and sneeshin mill, 
Are handed round wi' right guid will ; 
The cantie auld folks crackin crouse, 
The young anes rantin thro' the house, — 
My heart has been sae fain to see them, 
That I for joy hae barkit wi' them. 

Still it's owre true that ye hae said, 
Sic game is now owre aften played. 
There's monie a creditable stock 
O' decent, honest, fawsont fo'k, 
Are riven out baith root and branch, 
Some rascal's pridefu' greed to quench, 
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Wha thinks to knit himsel the faster 
In favour wi' some gentle Master, 
Wha, aiblins, thrang a parliaments, 
For Britain's guid his saul indentin — 

CiESAR. 

Haith, lad, ye little ken about it; 
For Britain's guid/ guid faith ! I doubt it 
Say rather, gaun as Premiers lead, him, 
An' saying ay or no's they bid him: 
At operas an' plays parading, 
Mortgaging, gambling, masquerading : 
Or maybe, in a frolic daft, 
To Hague or Calais takes a waft, 
To make a tour, an' tak a whirl, 
To learn bon ton an' see the worl.' 

There, at Vienna or Versailles, 
He rives his father's auld entails; 
Or by Madrid he takes the route, 
To thrum guitars, and fecht wi' nowt; 
Or down Italian vista startles, 
Wh-re-hunting among groves o' myrtles : 
Then bouses drumly German water, 
To mak himsel look fair and fatter, 
An' clear the consequential sorrows, 
Love-gifts of Carnival signoras. 
For Britain's guid! for her destruction ! 
Wi' dissipation, feud, an' faction. 

LUATH. 

Hech, man ! dear sirs ! is that the gate 
They waste sae mony a braw estate ! 
Are we sae foughten an' harass'd 
For gear to gang that gate at last? 



CHIEFLY SCOTTISH. 9 

O would they stay aback frae courts. 
An' please themsels wi' countra sports, 
It wad for evYy ane be better, 
The Laird, the Tenant, an* the Cotter! 
For thae frank, ran tin, ramblin billies, 
Fient haet o' them's ill-hearted fellows! 
Except for breakin o' their timmer, 
Or speaking lightly o' their limmer, 
Or shooting o' a hare or moor-cock, 
The ne'er a bit they're ill to poor folk. 

But will ye tell me, Master Casar, 
Sure great folk's life's a life o' pleasure ! 
Nae cauld nor hunger e'er can steer them, 
The vera thought o't needna fear them. 

CiESAR. 

L — d, man, were ye but whyles whare I am, 
The gentles ye wad ne'er envy 'em. 

It's true, they needna starve or sweat, 
Thro' winter's cauld, or simmer's heat ; 
They've nae sair wark to craze their banes, 
An' fill auld age wi' grips an' granes: 
But human bodies are sic fools, 
For a' their colleges and schools, 
That when nae real ills perplex them, 
They mak enow themsels to vex them ; 
An' aye the less they hae to sturt them, 
In like proportion less will hurt them. 
A country fellow at the pleugh, 
His acres till'd, he's right eneugh; 
A country girl at her wheel, 
Her dizzens done, she's unco weel : 
But Gentlemen, an' Ladies warst, 
Wi' evndown want o' wark are curst 
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They loiter, lounging, lank, an' lazy ; 
Tho' deil haet ails them, yet uneasy : 
Their days insipid, dull, an' tasteless ; 
Their nights unquiet, lang, an' restless : 
An* e'en their sports, their balls an' races, 
Their galloping thro' public places, 
There's sic parade, sic pomp, an' art, 
The joy can scarcely reach the heart. 
The men cast out in party matches, 
Then sowther a' in deep debauches ; 
Ae night they're mad wi' drink an' wh-ring, 
Niest day their life is past enduring. 
The Ladies arm-in-arm in clusters, 
As great and gracious a' as sisters ; 
But hear their absent thoughts o' ither, 
They're a' run deils an' jads thegither. 
Whyles, o'er the wee bit cup an' platie, 
They sip the scandal potion pretty ; 
Or lee-lang nights, wi' crabbit leuks 
Pore owre the devil's pictur'd beuks; 
Stake on a chance a farmer's stackyard, 
An' cheat like onie unhang'd blackguard. 

There's some exception, man an' woman ; 
But this is Gentry's life in common. 

By this, the sun was out o' sight, 
An' darker gloaming brought the night : 
The bum-iclock humm'd wi' lazy drone ; 
The kye stood rowtin i' the loan; 
When up they gat, and shook their lugs, 
Rejoiced they werena men but dogs ; 
An' each took aff his several way, 
Resolv'd to meet some ither day. 
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Gie him strong drink, until he wink, 

That's sinking in despair ; » 

An' liquor gnid to fire his bluid, 

That's prest wi' grief an' care ; 
There let him boase, an' deep carouse, 

Wi' bumpers flowing o'er, 
Till he forgets his loves or debts, 

An' minds his griefs no more. 

Proverbs, xxxi. 0, 7. 



Let other Poets raise a fracas 

'Bout vines, an* wines, an* drunken Bacchus, 

An* crabbit names an' stories wrack us, 

An* grate our lug, 
I sing the juice Scots bear can mak us, 

In glass or jug. 

O thou, my Muse ! guid auld Scotch Drink, 
Whether thro' wimpling worms thou jink, 
Or, richly brown, ream o'er the brink, 

In glorious faem, 
Inspire me, till I lisp and wink, 

To sing thy name ! 

Let husky Wheat the haughs adorn, 
An* Aits set up their awnie horn, 
An' Pease and Beans at e'en or morn, 

Perfume the plain, 
Leeze me on thee, John Barleycorn, 

Thou king o' grain ! 
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On thee aft Scotland chows her cood, 
In souple scones, the wale o' food! 
Or turoblin in the boiling flood 

Wi' kail an* beef; 
But when thou pours thy strong heart's blood, 

There thou shines chief. 

Food fills the wame, an' keeps us livin; 
Tho' life's a gift no worth receivin, 
When heavy dragg'd wi* pine an* grievin; 

But, oil'd by thee, 
The wheels o* life gae down-hill, scrievin, 

Wi* rattlin glee. 

Thou clears the head o' doited Lear; 
Thou cheers the heart o' drooping Care ; 
Thou strings the nerves o' Labour sair, 

At's weary toil : 
Thou even brightens dark Despair 

Wi* gloomy smile. 

Aft, clad in massy silver weed, 
Wi' Gentles thou erects thy head ; 
Yet humbly kind in time o' need, 

The poor man's wine, 
His wee drdp parritch, or his bread, 

Thou kitchens fine. 

Thou art the life o' public haunts ; 

But thee, what were our fairs and rants? 

Ev*n godly meetings o' the saunts, 

By thee inspir'd, 
When gaping they besiege the tents, 

Are doubly fiVd. 
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That merry night we get the corn in, 
O sweetly then thou reams the horn in! 
Or reekin on a New-year morning 

In cog or bicker, 
An' just a wee drap sp'ritual burn in, 

An' gusty sucker! 

When Vulcan gies his bellows breath, 
An* ploughmen gather wi' their graith, 
O rare ! to see thee fizz an' freath 

I' th' lugget caup! 
Then Burnewin comes on^like death 

At ev'ry chaup. 

Nae mercy, then, for aim or steel; 
The brawnie, bainie, ploughman chiel, 
Brings hard owrehip, wi' sturdy wheel, 

The strong forehammer, 
Till block an' studdie ring an' reel 

Wi' dinsome clamour. 

When skirlin weanies see the light, 
Thou maks the gossips clatter bright, 
How fumblin cuifs their dearies slight; 

Wae worth the name ! 
Nae howdie gets a social night, 

Or plack frae them. 

When neebors anger at a plea, 
An' just as wud as wud can be, 
How easy can the barley-bree 

Cement the quarrel ! 
It's aye the cheapest lawyer's fee, 

To taste the barrel. 
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Alake ! that e'er my Muse has reason 
To wyte her countrymen wi' treason ! 
But monie daily weet their weason 

Wi' liquors nice, 
An* hardly, in a winter's season, 

E'er spier her price. 

Wae worth that brandy, burning trash ! 
Fell source o' monie a pain an' brash ! 
Twins monie a poor, doylt, drunken hash, 

O' half his days ; 
An* sends, beside, auld Scotland's cash 

To her warst faes. 

Ye Scots, wha wish auld Scotland weel ! 
Ye chief, to you my tale I tell, 
Poor plackless devils like mysel ! 

It sets you ill, 
Wi* bitter, dearthfu' wines to mell, 

Or foreign gill. 

May gravels round his blather wrench, 
An' gouts torment him inch by inch, 
Wha twists his gruntle wi' a glunch 

O' sour disdain, 
Out-owre a glass o' whisky punch 

Wi* honest men. 

O Whisky I saul o' plays an' pranks ! 
Accept a Bardie's humble thanks! 
When wanting thee, what tuneless cranks 

Are my poor verses ! 
Thou comes they rattle i' their ranks 

At ither's a — s ! 
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Thee, Feritdosh! O sadly lost! 
Scotland, lament frae coast to coast ! 
Now colic grips, an* barkin hoast, 

May kill us a' ; 
For loyal Forbes* chartered boast 

Is ta'en awa ! 

Thae curst horse-leeches o* th' Excise, 
Wha mak the Whisky Stells their prize ! 
Hand up thy ban*, Deil ! ance, twice, thrice ! 

There, seize the blinkers ! 
An' bake them up in brimstone pies 

For poor d — n'd drinkers. 

Fortune ! if thou 11 but gie me still 
Hale breeks, a scone, an' Whisky gill, 
An' rowth o' rhyme to rave at will, 

Tak a' the rest, 
An' dealt about as thy blind skill 

Directs thee best. 
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THE 

AUTHOR'S EARNEST CRY AND PRAYER 

TO 

THE SCOTCH REPRESENTATIVES 
IN THE HOUSE OF COMMONS. 



This was written before the act anent the Scotch Distilleries, of ses- 
sion 1786 ; for which Scotland and the Author return their most grate- 
ful thanks. 



Dearest of Distillation! last and best!' 
How art thou lost ! 



Parody on Milton. 



Ye Irish Lords, ye Knights an' Squires, 
Wha Represent our brughs an' shires, 
An' doucely manage our affairs 

In parliament, 
To you a simple Poet's prayers 

Are humbly sent. 

Alas ! my roupet Muse is hearse ! 

Your Honors heart wi' grief 'twad pierce, 

To see her sittin on her a — 

Low i* the dust, 
An* scriechin out prosaic verse, 

An' like to brust ! 

Tell them wha hae the chief direction, 
Scotland an' me's in great affliction, 
E'er sin' they laid that curst restriction 

On Aquavitce ; 
An' rouse them up to strong conviction, 

An' move their pity. 
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Stand forth, an' tell yon Premier Youth, 

The honest, open, naked truth: 

Tell him o' mine an' Scotland's drouth, 

His servants humble : 
The muckle devil blaw ye south, 

If ye dissemble! 

Does ony great man glunch an' gloom ? 
Speak out, an' never fash your thumb ! 
Let posts an' pensions sink or soom 

Wi' them wha grant 'em: 
If honestly they canna come, 

Far better want 'em. 

In gathering votes you werena slack ; 
Now stand as tightly by your tack ; 
Ne'er claw your lug, an* fidge your back, 

An' hum an' haw; 
But raise your arm, an' tell your crack 

Before them a'. 

Paint Scotland greeting owre her thrissle ; 
Her mutchkin stoup as toom's a whissle : 
An* d — mn'd Excisemen in a bussle, 

Seizin a Stell, 
Triumphant crushin't like a mussel 

Or lampit shell. 

Then on the tither hand present her, 

A blackguard Smuggler right behint her, 

An* cheek-for-chow, a chuffie Vintner, 

Colleaguing join, 
Picking her pouch as bare as winter 

Of a' kind coin. 
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Is there, that bears the name o' Scot, 
But feels his heart's bluid rising hot, 
To see his poor auld Mither's pot 

Thus dung in staves, 
An' plundered o' her hindmost groat 

By gallows knaves ? 

Alas ! I'm but a nameless wight, 
Trode i' the mire an' out o' sight ! 
But could I like Montgomevies fight, 

Or gab like Boswell, 
There's some sark-necks I wad draw tight, 

An' tie some hose well. 

God bless your Honors, can ye see't, 
The kind, auld, cantie Carlin greet, 
An* no get warmly to your feet, 

An' gar them hear it, 
An' tell them wi' a patriot heat, 

Ye winna bear it ? 

Some o* you nicely ken the laws, 
To round the period an' pause, 
An* wi' rhetoric clause on clause 

To mak harangues ; 
Then echo thro' Saint Stephen's wa's 

Auld Scotland's wrangs. 

Dempster, a true blue Scot Pse warran ; 
Thee, aith-de testing, chaste Kilkerran l ; 
An' that glib-gabbet Highland Baron, 

The Laird o' Graham r ; 
An' ane, a chap that's d-mn'd auldfarran, 

Dundas his name. 
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JErskine, a spunkie Norland billie ; 
True Campbells, Frederick an' Hay ; 
An' Livingstone, the bauld Sir Willie ; 

An' monie ithers, 
Whom auld Demosthenes or Tully 

Might own for brithers. 

Arouse, my boys! exert your mettle, 
To get auld Scotland back her kettle ; 
Or faith ! Til wad my new pleugh-pettle, 

Yell see't or lang, 
Shell teach you, wi' a reekin whittle, 

Anither sang. 

This while she's been in crankous mood, 
Her lost Militia fir'd her bluid ; 
(Deil na they never mair do guid, 

Playtt her that pliskie!) 
An* now she's like to rin red-wud 

About her Whisky. 

An* L — d, if ance they pit her till't, 
Her tartan petticoat she'll kilt, 
An' durk an' pistol at her belt, 

Shell tak the streets, 
An' rin her whittle to the hilt, 

I* the first she meets! 

For G — d sake, Sirs ! then speak her fair, 
An' straik her cannie wi' the hair, 
An' to the muckle house repair 

Wi' instant speed, 
An' strive, wi' a' your wit and lear, 

To get remead. 
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Yon ill-tongu'<i4rakler, Charlie Fox, 
May taunt you wi' his jeers an' mocks ; 
But gie him't het, my hearty cocks ! 

E'en cowe the caddie ; 
An' send him to his dicing box 

An' sportin lady. 

Tell yon guid bluid o' auld Boconnocks 
111 be his debt twa mashlnm bonnocks, 
An' drink his health in auld Nanse Tinnock's 3 

Nine times a-week, 
If he some scheme, like tea an' winnocks, 

Wad kindly seek. 

Could he some commutation broach, 
111 pledge my aith in guid braid Scotch, 
He needna fear their foul reproach 

Nor erudition, 
Yon mixtie-maxtie queer hotch-potch, 

The Coalition. 

Auld Scotland has a raucle tongue ; 
She's just a devil wi' a rung ; 
An' if she promise auld or young 

To tak their part, 
Tho' by the neck she should be strung, 

Shell no desert. 

An' now, ye chosen Five-and-Forty, 
May still your Mither*s heart support ye ; 
Then, though a Minister grow dorty, 

An' kick your place, 
Yell snap your fingers, poor an' hearty, 

Before his face. 
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God bless your Honors a' your days, 
Wi' sowps o' kail and brats o' claise, 
In spite o' a' the thievish kaes 

That haunt St. Jamie's ! 
Your humble Poet sings an' prays 

While Rob his name is. 



POSTSCRIPT. 

Let half-starv'd slaves in warmer skies 
See future wines, rich clustering, rise ; 
Their lot auld Scotland ne'er envies, 

But blythe and frisky, 
She eyes her free-born, martial boys, 

Tak aff their Whisky. 

What though their Phoebus kinder warms, 
While fragrance blooms and beauty charms ! 
When wretches range, in famish'd swarms, 

The scented groves, 
Or hounded forth, dishonour arms 

In hungry droves. 

Their gun's a burden on their shouther; 
They downa bide the stink o' powther ; 
Their bauldest thought's a hank'ring swither 

To stan' or rin, 
Till skelp — a shot — they're aff, a* throwther, 

To save their skin. 

But bring a Scotsman frae his hill, 
Clap in his cheek a Highland gill, 
Say, such is royal George's will, 

An* there's the foe, 
He has nae thought but how to kill 

Twa at a blow. 
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Nae cauld, faint-hearted doubtings tease him ; 
Death comes, wi' fearless eye he sees him ; 
Wi' bluidy hand a welcome gies him ; 

An' when he fa's, 
His latest draught o' breathin lea'es him 

In faint huzzas. 

Sages their solemn een may steek, 
An' raise a philosophic reek, 
An* physically causes seek, 

In clime and season; 
But tell me Whisky's name in Greek, 

I'll tell the reason. 

Scotland, my auld, respected Mither ! 
Tho' whiles ye moistify your leather, 
Till whare ye sit, on craps o' heather, 

Ye tine your dam; 
(Freedom and Whisky gang thegither !) 

Tak aff your dram ! 



1 Sir Adam Furgason. £. 

3 The present Duke of Montrose. E. 

* A worthy old Hostess of the Author's in Mauchline, where hv. 
sometimes studies Politics over a glass of gude auld Scotch Drink. 
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THE HOLY FAIR. 



Holy Fair is a common phrase in the West of Scotland for a sacra- 
mental occasion. 



A robe of seeming troth and trust, 

Hid crafty Observation ; 
And secret hong, with poison'd crust, 

The* dirk of Defamation: 
A mask that like the gorget show'd, 

Dye-varying on the pigeon ; 
And for a mantle large and broad, 

He wrapt him in Religion. 

Hypocrisy a-la-mode. 



I. 

Upon a simmer Sunday morn, 

When Nature's face is fair, 
I walked forth to view the corn, 

An' snuff the caller air. 
The rising sun owre Galston muirs, 

Wi* glorious light was glintin; 
The hares were hirplin down the furs, 

The laverocks they were chantin 
Fu' sweet that day. 

II. 

As lightsomely I glowrtt abroad, 

To see a scene sae gay, 
Three Hizzies, early at the road, 

Cam skelpin up the way; 
Twa had manteeles o* dolefu' black, 

But ane wi' lyart lining; 
The third, that gaed a-wee a-back, 

Was in the fashion shining, 

Fu* gay that day. 
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III. 

The twa appeared like sisters twin, 

In feature, form, an' claes ! 
Their visage withertt, tang, an' thin, 

An' sour as ony slaes: 
The third cam up, hap-step-an'-lowp, 

As light as ony lamhie, 
An' wi' a curchie low did stoop, 

As soon as e'er she saw me, 

Fu' kind that day. 

IV. 

Wi* bonnet aff, quoth I, ' Sweet lass, 

I think ye seem to ken me ; 
I'm sure IVe seen that bonnie face, 

But yet I canna name ye/ 
Quo' she, an' laughin as she spak, 

An' taks me by the hands, 
Ye, for my sake, hae gi'en the feck 

Of a' the ten commands 

A screed some day. 

v. 

» 

' My name is Fun — your cronie dear, 

The nearest friend ye hae ; 
An' this is Superstition here, 

An' that's Hypocrisy. 
I'm gaun to «******♦* Holy Fair, 

To spend an hour in damn: 
Gin yell go there, yon rtmkl'd pair, 

We will get famous laughin 

At them this" day/ 
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VI. 

Quoth I, * With a' my heart, Til do't} 

111 get my Sunday's sark on, 
An' meet you on the holy spot; 

Faith we'se hae fine remarkin !' 
Then I gaed hame at crowdie-time> 

Ah' soon I made me ready ; 
For roads were clad, frae side to side, 

Wi* monie a wearie bodie* 

In droves that day. 

VII. 

Here farmers gash, in ridin graith, 

Gaed hoddin by their cotters ; 
There, swankies young, in braw braid-claith, 

Are springin o'er the gutters. 
The lasses, skelpin barefit, thrang, 

In silks an' scarlets glitter ; 
Wi' sweet-milk clieese, in monie a whang, 

XxUfarh bak'd wi* butter 

Fu' crump that day. 

VIII. 

When by the plate we set our nose, 

Weel heaped up wi* ha'pence, 
A greedy glowr Black Bonnet throws, 

An' we maun draw our tippence. 
Then in we go to see the show, 

On ev'ry side they're gathrin, 
Some carrying dales, some chairs an' stools, 

An' some are busy blethrin 

Bight loud that day. 
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IX, 

Here stands a shed to fend the showta, 

An* screen our countra Gentry, 
There, racer Jest, an' twa-three whores, 

Are blinkin at the entry. 
Here sits a raw of tittlin jades, 

Wi' heaving breast and bare neck, 
An' there a batch of wabster lads, 

Blackguarding firae K ■< < ck, 

For Jun this day. 

X. 

Here some are thinkin on their sins, 

An' some upo' their claes ; 
Ane curses feet that fyl'd his shins, 

Anither sighs an* prays: 
On this hand sits a chosen swatch, 

Wi' screwVl up graoe-proud faces ; 
On that a set o' chaps at watch, 

Thrang winkin on the lasses 

To chairs that day. 

XI. 

O happy is that man an' blest! 

Nae wonder that it pride him ! 
Whase ain dear lass, that he likes best, 

Comes clinkin down beside him ! 
Wi' arm repos'd on the chair back, 

He sweetly does compose htm ; 
Which, by degrees, slips round her neck, 

An's loof upon her bosom, 

Unken'd that day. 
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XII. 

Now a' the congregation o'er 

Is stint expectation; 
For •••*•* gpeels the holy door, 

Wi' tidings o' d-mn-t— n. 
Should Horm*, as in ancient days, 

'Mang-sefcs o' G — present kim,. 
The vera sight o' ****** face, 

To's am het hame had sent him 

Wi* fright that day. 

XIII. 

Hear how he clears the points o' faith 

Wi' rattlin an' thmnpin ! 
Now meekly calm, now wild in wrath, 

He's stampin an' he's jtunpin ! 
His lengthen'd chin, his turn'd-up snout, 

Hi* eldritch squeel and gestured, 
O how they fire the heart devout, 

Like cantharidian plasters, 
On sic a day ! 

XIV. 

But, hark ! the tent has cfaang'd its voice ; 

There's peace an' rest nae langer: 
For a' the real judge* rise, 

They camia sit for anger. 
***** opens ont his cauld harangues, 

On practice an' on morals-; 
An* aff the godly pour in thraugs, 

Te gie the jars an* barrels 

A lift that day. 
c2 
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XV. 

What signifies his barren shine, 

O' moral pow'rs and reason? 
His English style, an' gesture fine, 

Are a' clean out p' season. . 
Like Socrates or Avttonine, 

Or some auld pagan Heathen, ;< 
The moral man he does define-, 

But ne'er a word o' faith in • ■• 

That's right that day. 

XVI. 

In guid time comes an antidote 

Against sic poison'd nostrum; 
For *******, frae the water-fi ty / 

Ascends the holy rostrum : . > ■ > : • 
See, up he's got the word o* G***y 

An' meek an' mim has view'd it, f ' 
While Comtnon^Sens* has ta*«* the road, 

An' aff, an' up the Cowgate, 

Fast, fast, that day. 

XVII. 

Wee ******, niest, the Guard relieves, 

An' Orthodoxy raibles, 
Tho' in his heart he wee! believes, 

An' thinks, it auld wives' - fables : / 
But, faith I the birkie wants a Manse, 

So, cannily he hums them; * > • ■ I 
Altho' his carnal f wit an' sense - - '■< 

lake hafflin's-ways o'«rccne» him' 
>At< times that day. 
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XVIII. 

Now butt an' ben, the Change-house fills, 

Wi' yillrtcaup Commentators : * 
Here's crying out for bakes and gills, 

An* there the pint-stowp clatters ; 
While thick an* thrang, an' loud an' lang, 

Wi' Logic, an' wi' Scripture, 
They raised din, that, in the end. 

Is like to breed a rupture 

O' wrath that day. 

XIX. 

Leeze me on Drink I it gies us mair 

Than either School or College: 
It kindles wit, it waukens lair, 

It pangs us fou o' knowledge. 
Be't whisky gill, or penny wheep, 

Or ony stronger potion, 
It never foils, on drinking deep, 

To kittle up our notion 

By night or day. 

xx. 

The lads an* lasses, blythely bent 

To mind baith saul an' body, 
Sit round the table, weel content, 

An' steer about the toddy. 
On this ane's. dress, an' that ane's leuk, 

They're making observations; 
While some are cozie i' the neuk, 

An' formin assignations 

To meet some day. 
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XXI. 

But now the L — d's ain trumpet touts, 

Till a* the bills are rairin, 
An' echoes back return the shouts: 

Black ****** isna spairm: 
His piercing words, like Highland swords, 

Divide the joints an' marrow ; 
His talk o' H-H, where devils dwell, 

Our vera sauls does barrow z 

Wi' fright that day. 

XXII. 

A vast, uubottom'd, boundless pit, 

Fill'd fou o' lowin brunstane, 
Wha's ragin flame, an' scorchin beat, 

Wad melt the hardest whunstane ! 
The half asleep start up wi' fear, 

An' think they bear it roarin, 
When presently it does appear, 

Twas but some neebor snorin 
Asleep that day. 

XXIII. 

Twad be owre lang a tale, to tell 

How monie stories past, 
An' how they crouded to the yill, 

When they were a* dismist: 
How drink gaed round, in cogs an' caups, 

Amang the forms an* benches; 
An' cheese an' bread, frae women's laps* 

Was dealt about in lunches, 

An' dawds that day. 
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XXIV. 

In comes a gaucie, gash Guidwife, 

An* sits down by the fire, 
Syne draws her kebbuck an' her knife, 

The lasses they are shyer. 
The auld Guidmen, about the grace, 

Frae side to side they bother, 
Till some ane by his bonnet lays, 

An' gi'es them't like a tether, 

Fu' lang that day. 

XXV. 

Waesucks ! for him that gets nae lass, 

Or lasses that hae naething ! 
Sma' need has he to say a grace, 

Qr melvie his braw claithing ! 
O wives, be mindfu', ance yourse.1 

How bonnie lads ye wanted, 
An' dinna, for a kebbuck-heel, 

Let lasses be affronted 

On sic a day ! 

XXVI. 

Now Clinkumbell, wi' rattlin tow, 

Begins to jow an' croon; 
Some swagger hame, the best they dow, 

Some wait the afternoon. 
At slaps the billies halt a blink, 

Till lasses strip their shoon: 
Wi' faith an' )iopa, an' love an* drink, 

They're a* in famous tune 

For crack that day. 
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XXVII. 

How monie hearts this day converts 

O' sinners and o' lasses ! 
Their hearts o" stane, gin night, are gane 

As saft as ony flesh is. 
There's some are fou o' love divine; 

There's some are fou o* brandy; 
An' monie jobs that day begun, 

May end in Houghmagandie 
Some ifher day. 



Shakftpeare's Hamlet. 
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DEATH AND DOCTOR HORNBOOK. 

A TRTJE STORY. 

Some books are lies frae end to end, 
And some great lies were never penn'd: 
Ev'n Ministers, they hae been kenn'd, 

In holy rapture, 
A rousing whid, at times, to vend, 

And nail't wi' Scripture. 

But this that J am gaun to tell, 
Which lately on a night befell, 
Is just as true's the Deil's in h-11 

Or Dublin city: 
That e'er he nearer comes oursel 

'S a muckle pity. 

The Clachan yill had made me canty, 

I wasna fou, but just had plenty; 

I stacher'd whyles, but yet took tent aye 

To free the ditches ; 
An' hillocks, stanes, an' bushes, kenn'd aye 

Frae ghakfs an' witches. 

The rising moon began to glowr 
The distant Cumnock hills out-owre : 
To count her horns, wi' a' my pow'r, 

I set mysel; 
But whether she had three or four, 

I cou'dna tell. 

C3 
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I was come round about the hill, 
And todliir'down on Willie's mill, 
Setting my staff wi' a* my skill, 

To keep me sicker; 
Tho' leeward whyles, against my will,. 

I took a bicker. 

I there wi' Something did forgather, 

That put me in an eerie swither; 

An awfu' scythe, out-owre ae shouther, 

Clear-dangling, hang; 
A three-tae'd leister on the ither 

Lay, large an' lang. 

Its stature seem'd lang Scotch ells twa, 
The queerest shape that e'er I saw, 
For fient a wame it had aval 

And then, its shanks, 
a They were as thin, as sharp an' sma' 

At cheeks o' branks. 

1 Guid-een/ quo* I; * Friend ! hae ye been ma win, 
When ither folk are busy sawin x V 
It seem'd to mak a kind o* stan', 

But naeihing spak ; 
At length, says I, ' Friend whare ye gaun, 

'Willye gobackr 

It spak right howe — ' My name is Death, 
But be na fley'd.'— Quoth I, « Guid feith| 
Ye're maybe come to stap my breath ; 

But tent me, billie; 
I red ye weel, tak care o' skaith, 

See, there's a gully !' 



BJSATH AM> WHOXKB 
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' Gudeman,' quo' he, ' put up your whittle, 
I'm no design'd to try its mettle ; 
But if I did, I wad be kittle 

To be mislear*d, 
I wadna mind it, no that spittle 

Out-owre my beard.' 

' Weel, weel !' says I, ' a bargain be't; 
Come, gies your hand, an' sae we're gree't; 
We'll ease our shanks an* tak a seat, 

Come, gies your news; 
This while 2 ye hae been mony a gate 

At mony a house.' 

' Ay, ay ! quo' he, an' shook his head, 
It's e'en a lang, lang time indeed 
Sin' I began to nick the thread, 

An' choke the breath : 
Folk maun do something for their bread, 

An' sae maun Death. 

' Sax thousand years are near-hand fled, 
Sin' I was to the hutching bred, 
An' mony a scheme in vain's been laid, 

To stap or scar me; 
Till ane Hornbooks 2 ta'en up the trade, 

' An' faith, hell waur me. 

' Ye ken Jock Hornbook i' the Clachan, 
Deil mak his king*s-hood in a spleuehan ! 
He's grown sae well acquaint wi' Bwriutn* ' 

An* ither chaps, 
The weans haud out their fingers laughin 

And pouk my hips. 
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' See, here's a scythe, and there's a darf r 
They hae pierc'd mony a- gallant heart?. 
But Doctor Hornbook, wi' his art * 

And cursed skill, 
Has made them baith no worth a f— t, 

Damn'd haet they'll kill. 

* Twas but yestreen, nae farther gaen, 
I threw a noble throw at ane ; 

Wi' less, I'm sure, I've hundreds slain; 

But deil-ma-care, 
It just play'd dirl on the bane, 

But did nae mair. 

* Hornbook was by, wi' ready art, 
And had sae fortify 'd the part, 
That when I looked to my dart, 

It was sae blunt, 
Fient haet o't wad hae pierc'd the heart 

Of a kail-runt. 

* I drew my scythe in sic a fury, 
I near-hand cowpit wi' my hurry, 
But yet the bauld Apothecary 

Withstood the shock ; 
I might as weel hae try'd a quarry 

O' hard whin rock. 

'Ev'n them he canna get attended, 
Altho' thek^ace he ne'er had kend it, 
Just ft* kail-blade, and send it, 

As soon's he smells't, 
Baith their disease, and what will mend it, 

At once he tells't. 



* 
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' And then a' doctor** saws and whittles. 
Of a' dimensions,- shapes* an' mettlesy • 
A' kinds o* boxen* mugs, an- bottles, 
i> a - He's sure to hae; 
Their Latin names as fast he rattles 
. ... As ABC. 

' Calces o' fossils, earth, and trees ; 
True Sal-marinum o' the seas; 
The Farina of beans and pease, 

He has't in plenty ;. 
Aqua-fontis, what you please, 

He can content ye. 

* Forbye some new, uncommon weapons, 

Urinus Spiritus of capons; 

Or Mite-horn shavings, filings, scrapings, 

DiatilVd per se ; 
Sal-alkali o' Midge-tail clippings, 

And mony mae.' 

4 Waes me for Johnie Ged"$ Hole 5 now,' 

Quo' I, ' if that the news be true ! 

His braw calf-ward whare gowans grew, 

Sae white and bonnie, 
Nae doubt they'll rive it wi* the plew; 

They'll ruin Johnie !' 

The creature grain 'd an eldritch laugh, 
And says, * Ye needna yoke the pleugjfc. 
Kirkyards will soon be. till'd eneugh, 

Tak ye nae fear: 
They'll a' be trencWd wi' mony a sheugh 

In twa-three year. 
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' Whare I kill'd ane a fair strae death, 
By loss o' blood or want of breath, 
This night I'm free to tak my aith, 

That Hornbook's skill 
Has clad a score i' their last claim, 

By drap an' pill. 

' An honest Wabster to his trade, 

Whase wife's twa nieves were scarce wed bred, 

Gat tippence-worth to mend her head, 

When it was sair; 
The wife slade cannie to her bed, 

But ne'er spak mair. 

' A countra Laird had ta'en the batts, 
Or some curmurring in his guts, 
His only son for Hornbook sets, 

An' pays him well. 
The lad, for twa guid gimmer pets, 

Was laird hirasel. 

' A bonnie lass, ye kend her name, 

Some ill-brewn drink had hov'd her wame; 

She trusts hersel, to hide the shame, 

In Hornbook's care ; 
Horn sent her aff to her lang hame 

To hide it there. 

That's just a swatch o' Hornbook's way; 
Thus goes he on from day to day, 
Thus does he poison, kill, an' slay, 

An's weel paid for't; 
Yet stops me o' my lawfu* prey, 

Wi' his d-mn'd dirt: 
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< But, hark ! ..Ill tell you of a plot, 
Tho' dinna ye be speaking o't; 
I'll nail the self-conceited Scot 

As dead's a herrin: 
Niest time we meet, 111 wad a groat, 

He gets his fairin'/ 

But just as he began to tell, 

The anld kirk-hammer strak the bell 

Some wee short hour ayont the twal, 

Which rais'd us baith: 
I took the way that pleas'd mysel, 

And sae did Death. 



1 This rencounter happened in seed-time, 1785. 

2 An epidemical fever was then raging in mat country. 

3 This gentleman, Dr. Hornbook, is, professionally, a brother of the 
Sovereign Order of the Ferula; but, by intuition and inspiration, is 
at once an Apothecary, Surgeon, and Physician. 

4 Bucban's Domestic Medicine. 
* The grave-digger. 



• • 
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THE BRIGS OF AYR. * ' ' 
A POEM. h ....;,.- 

INSCRIBED TO J. *•••••••••, ESQ. AYR. 

The simple Bard, rough at the rustic plough, < • ' 

Learning his tuneful trade from ev'ry bough; I 

The chanting linnet, or the mellow thrush, 

Hailing the setting sun, sweet, in the green thorn fetish 

The soaring lark, the perching red-breast shrill, 

Or deep-ton'd plovers, grey, wild-whistlingx)'erthehlil V 

Shall he, nurst in the Peasant's lowly shed, ■ 

To hardy Independence bravely bred, 

By early Poverty to hardship steel'd, 

And train'd to arms in stern Misfortune's field, 

Shall he be guilty of their hireling crimes, 

The servile, mercenary Swiss of rhymes ? 

Or labour hard the panegyric close, 

With aft the venal soul of dedicating Prose ! 

No ! though his artless strains he rudely sings, 

And throws his hand uncouthly o'er the strings, 

He glows with all the spirit of the Bard, 

Fame, honest lame, his great, his dear reward. 

Still, if some Patron's gen'rous care he trace, 

Skill'd in the secret, to bestow with grace ; 

When B********* befriends his humble name, 

And hands the rustic stranger up to fame, 

With heart-felt throes his grateful bosom swells, 

The godlike bliss, to give, alone excels. 



It., 



ti. • «> 



■i* J 



/ « 



'Twas when the stacks gat on their winter hapy 
And thack and rape secure the toil-won crap ; . 
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Potatoe-bings are snugged up fra skaith 
Of coming Winter^, biting, frosty breath; 
The bees, rejoicing o'er their summer toils, 
Unnumbered buds an' flowers' delicious spoils, 
SeaVd up wi' frugal care in massive waxen piles, 
Are doom'd by man, that tyrant o'er the weak, 
The death o' devils smoor'd wi' brimstone reek : 
The thundering guns are heard on every side, 
The wounded coveys, reeling, scatter wide ; 
The femther'd field-mates, bound by Nature's tie, 
Sires, mothers, children, in one carnage lie : 
(What warm, poetic heart, but inly bleeds, 
And execrates man's savage, ruthless deeds I) 
Nae mair the flow'r in field or meadow springs ;■ 
Nae mair the grove wi' airy concert rings, 
Except perhaps the Robin's whistling glee, 
Proud o' the height o' some bit half-lang tree : . 
The hoary moras precede the sunny days, 
Mild, calm, serene, wide-spreads the noon-tide blaze. 
While thick the gossamour waves wanton in the rays* 
Twas in that season, when a simple bard, 
Unknown and poor, simplicity's reward, 
Ae night, within the ancient brugh of Ayr, 
By whim inspired, or haply prest wi' care, 
He left his bed, and took his wayward route, 
And down by Simpson's x wheel'd the left about : 
(Whether impell'd by all-directing Fate, 
To witness what I after shall narrate ; 
Or whether, rapt in meditation high, 
He wander'd out he knew not where nor why :) 
The drowsy Dungeon clock' 1 had number'd two, 
And Wallace TowW * had sworn the fact was true : 
The tide-swoln Firth, wi' sullen sounding roar, 
Through the still night dash'd hoarse along the shore: 
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All else was hush'd as Nature's closed ee; 
The silent moon shone high o'er tow'r and tree: 
The chilly frost, beneath the silver bean, 
Crept, gently-crusting, owre the glittering 

When, lo ! on either hand the listening Bard, 
The clanging sugh o' whistling wings is heard ; 
Twa dusky forms dart thro' the midnight air, • 
Swift as the Got 3 drives on the wheeling hare* . i 
Ane on th* Auld Brig his airy shape upreaip, , // 
The ither flutters owre the rising piers : ■ , , // 

Our warlock Rhymer instantly descry f d ,,i, 

The Sprites that owre the Brigs of Ayr preside-, , , 
(That Bards are second-sighted is nae joke, . . , . i 
And ken the lingo o' the spiritual fo*k ; > \ 

Fays, Spunkies, Kelpies, a', they can explain tfrem, , 
And ev'n the vera deils they brawly ken them*) , « 
Auld Brig appeared o' ancient Pictish race, 
The vera wrinkles Gothic in his face : 
He seem'd as he wi' Time had warstl'd lang, 
Yet teugbly doure, he baide an unco bang. , . 

New Brig was buskit in a braw new coat, 
That he, in Lon'on, frae ane Adams, got; , » 

In's hand five taper staves as smooth's a bead, 
Wi' virls and whirlygigums at the head. 
The Goth was stalking round wi' anxious search, .- 
Spying the time-worn flaws in ev'ry arch ; 
It chanc'd his new-come neeber took his ee, 
And e'en a vex'd and angry heart had he ! 
Wi' thieveless sneer to see his modish mien, 
He, down the water, gies him this guid-e'en : — 

AULD BRIG. t 

I doubtna, Men', ye'll think ye're nae sheepshank, 
Alice ye were streekit owre frae bank to bank ! 
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But gin ye be a brig as auld as me, 
Tho\ faith i that day, I doubt, yell never see; 
There'll be, if that date come, I'll wad a boddle, 
Some 1 'fewer whigmeleeries in your noddle* 



^ » 



NEW BRIG. 



Auld Vandal, ye but show your little mense, 
Just much about it wi' your scanty sense ; 
Will your poor narrow foot-path o' a street, 
Where twa wheel-barrows tremble when they meet, 
Your ruin'd, formless bulk, o' stane an' lime, 
Compare wi' bbnnie Brigs o' modern time? 
There's men o' taste would tak the Ducat-*tream+, 
Tho' they should cast the vera sark and swim, 
Ere they would grate their feelings wi' the view 
O' sic an ugly Gothic hulk as you. 

AULD BRIG. 

t 

Conceited gowk ! puff'd up wi' windy pride ! 
This mony a year I've stood the flood an' tide; 
And tho' wi* crazy eild I'm sair forfairn, 
111 be a Brig, when ye're a shapeless cairn ! 
As yet ye little ken about the matter, 
But twa-three winters wilNnform ye" better. 
When heavy, dark, continued, a '-day rains, 
Wi' deepening deluges o'erflow the plains ; 
When from the hills where springs the brawling Coil y 
Or stately Lugar's mossy fountains boil, 
Or where the Greenock winds his moorland course, 
Or haunted Oarpal 5 draws his feeble source, 
Arous'd by blust'ring winds an' spotting thowes, 
In mony a torrent down his sna-broo rowes ; 
Wmle crashing ice, borne on the roaring speat, 
Sweeps' dams, an' mills, an' brigs, a' to the gate ; 
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And from Glentmck 6 r down to the J?tttton-foy 7 , 
Auld Ayr is just one lengthen'd, tumbling sea V 
Then down yell hurl, deil nor ye never rise! "■♦ 
And dash the gumlie jaups up to the {touring skies. 
A lesson sadly teaching, to your cost, * 
That Architecture's noble art is lost ! ° ; ' ■ 

NEW BRIG. 

Fine Architecture, trowth, I needs must say *£ oft!,, 
The It— d be thankit that we've tint the ga,te o*\ ! , , ( 
Gaunt, ghastly, ghaist-alluring edifices, ( t _ 
Hanging wi* threatening jut, like precipices^; t , . 
Owre arching, mouldy, gloom-inspiring coves^ I( ( , 
Supporting roofs fantastic, stony groves : 
Windows and doors, in nameless sculpture drest, 
Wi' order, symmetry, or taste unblest ; 
Forms like some bedlam Statuary's dream, 
The craz'd creations o' misguided whim ; 
Forms might be worship 'd on the bended knee, 
And still the second dread command be free, 
Their likeness is not found on earth, in air, or sea. 
Mansions that would disgrace the building taste 
O* ony mason reptile, bird or beast ; 
Fit only for a doited Monkish race, 
Or frosty maids forsworn the dear embrace, 
Or Cuifs of later times, wha held the notion 
That sullen gloom was sterling true devotion ; 
Fancies that our guid Brugh denies protection ! 
And soon may they expire, unblest wi* resurrection! 

AULD BRIG. 

O ye, my dear-remember'd, ancient yealings, 
Were ye hut here to share my wounded feelings ! 



CHiETPLY SCOTTISH. 45 

Ye worthy Provens, an* mony a Baike, 

Wha in. the .patfw o' righteousness did toil aye ; 

Ye dainty Deacon*, an' ye douce Cememert, 

To whom, our moderns are but causey-cleaners; 

Ye godly Councils wha hae blest this town ; 

Ye godly Brethren o' the sacred gown, 

Wha meekly gie your hurdies io the smiters ; 

And (what would now be strdnge) ye godly Writers : 

A' ye douce folk IVe borne aboon the broo, 

Wer^ jre' but here, what would ye say or do? 

How wduld your spirits groan in deep vexation, 

To see each melancholy alteration ; 

And agonising, curse the time and place 

When ye oegat the base, degenerate race ! 

Nae langer Rev'rend Men, their country's glory, 

In plain t>raid Scots hold forth a plain braid story ! 

Nae langer thrifty Citizens, an' douce, 

Meet owre a pint, or in the Council-house ; 

But staumrel, corky-headed, graceless Gentry, 

The herrytnent and ruin o' the country ; 

Men, three-parts made by Tailors and by Barbers, , 

Wha 'waste your weel-hain'd gear on d d new Brigs 

and Harbours ! 

NEW BRIG. 

Now hand you there ! for faith yeVe said enough, 
And muckle mair than ye can mak to through^ 
As for your .Priesthood, I shall say but Utile, 
Cdrbies and Clergy are a shot right kittle : 
But, tinder favour o* your langer beard, 
Abuse o' Magistrates might weel be spar'd : 
To liken them to your auld-warld squad, 
I must needs say, comparisons are odd. 
In Ayr, Wag-wits nae mair can hae a handle 
To mouth ' a Citiien/ a term b' scandal : 
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Nae mair the Council waddjes doYWftlte jsfjfflet, , /M / 
In a* the poipp o- ignorant conceit; ; i t\ vlW ft t<w>. 
Men wha grew wise priggin owre ho^ t nfA/WtUfhA'l 
Or gathered lib'ral views in Bonds -and j&fftfjnpv, be / 

If haply Knowledge, pn a random tramp, >t |>-IIA 

Had shor'd them wi* a glimmer o' tosl*mp,>n ♦ / fv K l 
And would to Common-sense for ancetbetrajfldt)*** 
Plain, dull Stupidity stept kindly in to- aid^hftffl. *a 

What farther clishmaclaver might been^ftd, ;wn r i 
What bloody wars, if Sprites had blood tQ t sJ*ed,,i -, i 
Nae man can tell ; but a' before iheir eighty >i . , 1 1 -» i / 
A fairy train appeared in. order bright/: >. ,,. -.inn ;-*| 
Adown the glittering stream they, featly daaei'dim.-Ti 
Bright to the moon their various drosses. glanc'jdjr i 
They footed owre the wat'ry glass so neat, .,iv.--i .> I 
The infant ice scarce bent beneath their feet; . ,,. ^ r \ 
While arts of Minstrelsy among them rung, 1 1 

And soul-ennobling Bards heroic ditties sung. 
O had M'Lauchlan 9 , thairm-inspiring Sage, 
Been there to hear this heavenly band engage, 
When thro' his dear Strathspeys they bore with High- 
land rage, 
Or when they struck auld Scotia's melting airs, 
The lover's raptur'd joys or bleeding cares ; 
How would his Highland lug been nobler nVd, 
And ev'nhis matchless hand with finer touch inspir'd! 
No guess could tell what instrument appear'd, 
But all the soul of Music's self was heard ; 
Harmonious concert rung in every part, 
While simple melody poured moving on the heart. 

The Genius of the Stream in front appears, 
A venerable Chief advanced in years ; 
His hoary head with water-lilies crown 'd, 
His manly leg with garter tangle bound. 
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Next came the loveliest pair in all the ring, 
Sweet Female Beauty band in hand with Spring ; 
Then, crowtfd with flow'ry hay, came Rural Joy, 
And Summer, with hid fervid-beaming eye : 
All-cheering Plenty, with her flowing horn, 
Led yellow Autumn wreath'd with nodding corn ; 
Then' winter's time-bleach'd locks did hoary show, 
By Hospitality with cloudless brow ; 
Next followed Courage with his martial stride, 
From where the Feal wild-woody coverts hide ; 
Benevolence, with mild, benignant air, 
A female form, came from the tow'rs of Stair; 
Learning and Worth in equal measures trode ' 
From simple Cktrine, their long-lov'd abode ; 
Last, white-rob'd Peace, crown'd with a hazel wreath, 
To rustic Agriculture did bequeath 
The broken irdn instruments of death ; ' 

At sight of whom our Sprites forgat their kindling 
wrath. 



sat 



1 A noted tavejn at the Auld Brig end. 

* The two steeples. 

3 The gos-hawk, or falcon, 

4 A noted ford, jttst above the Auld Brig. 

5 The banks of Garpal Water is one of the few places in the West 
of Scotland, where those fancy-scaring beings, known by the 'name of 
GhaisU, still continue pertinaciously to inhabit. 

• The source of the river Ayr. 

7 A small landing place above the large key. 

8 A well known performer of Scottish music on the violin. 
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THE ORDINATION. 



For sense they little owe to frugal Heav'n. — 
To please the Mob they bide the little given. 



I. 

Kilmarnock Wabsters fidge an' claw 

An' pour your creeshie nations; 
An' ye wha leather rax an' draw, 

O' a' denominations; 
Swith to the Laigk Kirk, ane an' a', 
. An' there tak up your stations; 
Then aflf to B~gb—-\ in a raw, 

An' pour divine libations 

For joy this day. 

11. 

Curst Common-sense, that imp o' h-11, 

Cam in wi' Maggie Lauder ' ; 
But O******* aft made her yell, 

An' R * * * * * sair misca'd her ; 
This day M<******* takes the flail, 

An' he's the boy will blaud her ! 
Hell clap a shangan on her tail, 

An' set the bairns to daub her 

Wi' dirt this day. 

1 Alluding to a scoffing ballad which was made on the admission of 
the late Reverend and worthy Mr. L. to the Laigh Kirk. 
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III. 

Mak haste an' turn king David owre, 

An' lilt wi' holy clangor ; 
O' double verse come gie us four, 

An' skirl up the Bangor: 
This day the kirk kicks up a stoure, 

Nae mair the knaves shall wrang her, 
For Heresy is in her pow'r, 

An' gloriously shell whang her 

Wi' pith this day. 

IV. 

Come, let a proper text be read, 

An* touch it aff wi' vigour, 
How graceless Ham 7, leugh at his Dad, 

Which made Canaan a niger; . 
Or Phineas 3 drove the murdering blade,/ 

Wi' wh-re-abhorring rigour; 
Or Zipporah*, the scauldin jade, 

Was like a bluidy tiger 

F th' inn that day, 

v. 

There, try'his mettle on the creed, 

An' bind him down wi' caution, 
That Stipend is a carnal weed 

He taks but for the fashion; 
An' gie him owre the flock, to feed, 

An' punish each transgression ; 
Especial, rams that cross the breed, 

Gie them sufficient threshin,— 

Spare them nae day. 

* Genesis iz. 22. 3 Numbers, xxv. 8. 4 Exodus, iv. 25. 

D 
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VI. 

Now, auld Kilmarnock, cock thy tail, 

An' toss thy horns fa* canty; 
Nae mair thoult rowte out-owre the dale, 

Because thy pasture's scanty ; 
For lapfu's large o' gospel kail 

Shall fill thy crib in plenty, 
An' runts o' grace the pick and wale, 

No gi'en by way o' dainty, 

But ilka day. 

VII. 

Nae mair by BabeTs streams well weep, 

To think upon our Zion; 
And hing our fiddles up to sleep, 

Like baby-clouts a-dryin: 
Come, screw the pegs wi' tunefu' cheep, 

An' o'er the thairms be tryin ; 
O, rare ! to see our elbucks wheep, 

An' a' like lamb-tails flyin 

Fu* fast this day! 

VIII. 

Lang Patronage, wi' rod o' aim, 
'Has shor'd the Kirk's undoin, 
As lately F-<nw-ck, sair forfairn, 

Has proven to its ruin : 
Our Patron, honest man ! Glencairn, 

He saw mischief was brewin: 
An' like a godly elect bairn, 
He's ward us out a true ane, 

And sound this day. 
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IX. 



Now R******* harangue nae mair, 

But steek your gab for ever: 
Or try the wicked town of A**, 

For there they'll think you clever; 
Or, nae reflection on your lear, 

Ye may commence a Shaver; 
Or to the N-th-rt-n repair, 

An' turn a Carpet-weaver 

Aff-hand this day. 

x. 

M * * * * * and you were just a match, 

We never had sic twa drones: 
Auld Hornie did the Laigh Kirk watch, 

Just like a winkin baudrons ; 
An' aye he catch'd the tither wretch, 

To fry them in his caudrons ; 
But now his honour maun detach, 

Wi' a' his brimstane squadrons, 

Fast, fast this day. 

XI. 

See, see auld Orthodoxy's faes 

She's swingein thro' the city ; 
Hark, how the nine-tail'd cat she plays ! 

I vow it's unco pretty: 
There, Learning, wi' his Greekish face, 

Grunts out some Latin ditty; 
An' Common Sense is gaun, she says, 

To mak to Jamie Beattie 

Her plaint this day. 
D2 
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xii. 

But there's Morality nimsel, 

Embracing a' opinions; 
Hear, how he gies the tither yell, 

Between his twa companions ; 
See, how she peels the skin an' fell, 

As ane were peelin onions! 
Now there — they're packed aff to hell, 

And banish'd our dominions, 

Henceforth this day. 

XIII. 

O happy day! rejoice, rejoice! 

Gome bouse about the porter ! 
Morality's demure decoys 

Shall here nae mair find quarter: 
M '*******, R*****, are the fays 

That Heresy can torture; 
They'll gie her on a rape a hoyse, 

And cow her measure shorter 

By th' head some day. 

xiv» 

Come, bring the tither mutchkin in, 

And here's, for a conclusion, 
To every New Light 5 mother's son, 

From this time forth, Confusion: 
If mair they deave us wi' their din, 

Or Patronage intrusion, 
Well light ft spunk, and, every skin, 

Well rin them aff in fusion 

like oil, some day. 

* New Light is a cant phrase, in the West of Scotland, for those 
religions opinions Which Dr. Taylor of Norwich has defended so stren- 
uously. 



CHIEFLY SCOTTISH. 53 



THE CALF. 



TO THE REV. MR. 



On his Text, Malachi, iv. 2. " And they shall go forth, and grow 
up, like Calves of the stall.-" 

Right, Sir! your text 111 prove it true, 

Though Heretics may laugh; 
For instance ; there's yoursel just now, 

God knows, an unco Calf! 

And should some Patron he so kind, 

As bless you wi' a kirk, 
I doubtna, Sir, but then well find, 

Ye're still as great a Stirh, 

But, if the Lover's raptur'd hour 

Shall ever be your lot, 
Forbid it, ev'ry heavenly Power, 

You e'er should be a Stot / 

Tho', when some kind, connubial Dear, 

Your but-and-ben adorns, 
The like has been that you may wear 

A noble head of horns. 

And in your lug, most reverend James, 

To hear you roar and rowte, 
Few men o' sense will doubt your claims 

To rank amang the nowte. 

And when ye're number'd wi' the dead, 

Below a grassy hillock, 
Wi' justice they may mark your head— 

' Here lies a famous Bullock/ 9 
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ADDRESS TO THE DEIL. 



O Prince! O Chief of many throned PoVrs, 
That led th' embattled Seraphim to war.— 

Milton. 



O thou! whatever title suit thee, 
Auld Hornie, Satan, Nick, or Clootie, 
Wha in yon cavern grim an* sootie, 

Closed under hatches, 
Spairges about the brunstane cootie, 

To scaud poor wretches ! 



Hear me, auld Htngie, for a wee, 
An' let poor damned bodies be; 
I'm sure sma' pleasure it can gie, 

E'en to a deil. 
To skelp and scaud poor dogs like me, 

An' hear us squeel! 

Great is thy pow*r, an' great thy fame ; 
Far kend and noted is thy name; 
An' tho' yon lowin heugh's thy hame, 

Thou travels far; 
An' faith! thou's neither lag nor lame, 

Nor blate nor scaur. 

Whyles, ranging like a roarin lion, 
For prey, a' holes an' corners tryin ; 
Whyles on the strong-wing'd tempest flyin, 

Tirling the kirks ; 
Whyles, in the human bosom pryin, 

Unseen thou lurks. 
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IVe beard my reverend Grannie say, 
In lanely glens ye like to stray; 
Or where auld-ruin'd castles, gray, 

Nod to the moon, 
Te fright the nightly wand'rer's way, 

Wi' eldritch croon. 

When twilight did my Grannie summon 
To say her prayers, douce, honest woman ! 
Aft yont the dyke she's heard you bummin, 

Wi' eerie drone ; 
Or, rostlin, thro' the boortries comin, 

Wi* heavy groan. 

Ae dreary, windy, winter night, 

The stars shot down wi* sklentin light, 

Wi' you, mysel, I gat a fright, 

Ayont the lough ; 
Ye, like a rash-bush, stood in sight, 

Wi' waving sugh. 

The cudgel in my nieve did shake, 

Each bristl'd hair stood like a stake, 

When wi* an eldritch stour, quaick — quaick — 

Amang the springs, 
Awa ye squatter 'd, like a drake, 

On whistling wings. 

Let warlocks grim, an' wither'd hags, 
Tell how wi* you on ragweed nags, 
They skim the muirs, an' dizzy crags, 

Wi' wicked speed; 
And in kirk-yards renew their leagues, 

Owre howkit dead. 
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Thence countra wives, wi* toil an' pain, 
May plunge an' plunge the kirn in vain ; 
For, oh! the yellow treasure's taen 

By witching skill ; 
An' dawtit, twal-pint Hawkies gaen 

As yell's the Bill. 

Thence mystic knots mak great abuse, 

On young Guidman, fond, keen, an' crouse ; 

When the best wark-lume i' the house, 

By cantrip wit, 
Is instant made no worth a louse, 

Just at the bit. 

When thowes dissolve the snawy hoord, 
An' float the jinglin icy-boord, 
Then Water-kelpies haunt the foord, 

By your direction, 
An' nighted Travellers are allur'd 

To their destruction. 

An' aft your moss-traversing Spunkiet 
Decoy the wight that late an' drunk is: 
The bleezin, curst, mischievous monkeys 

Delude his eyes, 
Till in some miry slough he sunk is, 

Ne'er mair to rise. 

When Masons* mystic word an' grip, 
In storms an' tempests raise you up, 
Some cock or cat your rage maun stop, 

Or, strange to tell! 
The youngest Brother ye wad whip 

Aff straught to hell ! 
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Lang syne, in Eden's bonnie yard, 
When youthfu' loyera first were pair'd, 
An' a' the soul of love they shar'd, 

The raptured hour, 
Sweet on the fragrant, flowYy swaird, 

In shady bow'r: 

Then you, ye auld, snic-drawing dog! 

Ye came to Paradise incog. 

An' play'd on man a cursed brogue, 

(Black be your fa!) 
An' gied the infant warld a shog, 

'Maist ruin'd a*. 

D'ye mind that day, when in a bizz, 
Wi' reekit duds, an' reestit gizz, 
Ye did present your smoutie phiz, 

'Mang better fo'k, 
An' sklented on the man of Uzz 

Your spitefu' joke ? 

An' how ye gat him i' your thrall, 
An' brak him out o' house an' hall, 
While scabs and blotches did him gall, 

Wi' bitter claw, 
An' lows'd his ill-tongu'd wicked Scawl, 

Was warst ava? 

But a' your doings to rehearse, 
Your wily snares an' fechtin fierce, 
Sin' that day Michael 1 did you pierce,. 

Down to this time, 
Wag ding a' Lallan tongue, or Erse, 

In prose or rhyme. 
D3 
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An' now, auld Cloots, I ken ye're thinkin, 
A certain Bardie's rantin, drinkin, 
Some luckless hour will send him linkin, 

To your black pit; 
But, faith ! hell turn a corner jinkin, 

An' cheat you yet. 

But, fare you weel, auld Nickie-benf 
O wad ye tak a thought an' men' ! 
Te aiblins might — I dinna ken — 

Still hae a stake — 
I'm wae to think upo' yon den, 

Ev'n for your sake ! 



" Vide Milton, Book VI. 



POOS HAILII . 
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THE 



Seatft anl) SfiiRg 88ort* of poor iWailif, 

THE AUTHOR'S ONLY PET YOWJL 
AN UNCO MOURNFU* TALE. 

As Mailie, an' her lambs thegither, 
Were ae day nibbling on the tether, 
Upon her cloot she coost a hitch, 
An' owre she warsl'd in the ditch: 
There, groaning, dying, she did lie, 
When Hughoc 1 he cam doytin by. 
Wi' glowrin een, an* lifted han*s, 
Poor Hvghoc like a statue stan's; 
He saw her days were near-hand ended, 
But, waes my heart! he couldna mend it! 
He gaped wide, but naething spak; 
At length poor Mailie silence brak. 

' O, thou, whase lamentable face . 
Appears to mourn my wofu' case ! 
My dying words attentive hear, 
An 9 bear them to my Master dear. 

* Tell him, if e'er again he keep, 
As muckle gear as buy a sheep, 
O bid him never tie them mair 
Wi* wicked strings o' hemp or hair ! 
But ca' them out to park or hill, 
An' let them wanAer at their will ; 
So may his 'flock increase, an' grow 
To scores o' lambs, an' packs o' woo' ! 

1 A neebor herd-callan. 
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* Tell him, he was a Master kin*, 
An* aye was guid to me and mine ; 
An' now my dying charge I gie him, 
My helpless lambs I trust them wi' him. 

* O, bid him save their harmless lives, 
Frae dogs, an' tods, an' butchers' knives ! 
But gie them guid cow-milk their fill, 
Till they be fit to fend themsel; 

An' tent them duly, e'en an' morn, 
Wi' teats o' hay an' rips o' corn. 

' An' may they never learn the gates 
Of ither vile wanrestfu' pets ! 
To slink thro' slaps, an' reave an' steal, 
At stacks o' pease, or stocks o' kail. 
So may they, like their great Forbears, 
For monie a year come thro' the sheers: 
So wives will gie them bits o' bread, 
An' bairns greet for them when they're dead. 

* My poor toop-lamb, my son an' heir, 
O, bid Him breed him up wi' care I 
An', if he live to be a beast, 

To pit some havins in his breast ! 
An' warn him, what I winna name, 
To stay content wi' yowes at hame; 
An' no to rin an' wear his cloots, 
Like ither menseless, graceless brutes. 

' An* niest my yowie, silly thing, 
Gude keep thee frae a tether string! 
O, may thou ne'er forgather up 
Wi' ony blastit, moorland toop; 
But aye keep mind to moop an' mell, 
Wi' sheep o' credit like thysel ! 

' An' now, my bairns, wi' my last breath, 
I lea'e my blessin wi' you baith: 



CHIEFLY SCOTTISH. 0JI 

An* when you think upo' your Mither, 
Mind to be kin' to ane anither. 

6 Now, honest Hughoc, dinna fail 
To tell my Master a' my tale ; 
An' bid him burn this cursed tether, 
An', for thy pains, thou'se get my blether.' 

This said, poor Mailie turn'd her head, 
An' clos'd her een amang the dead. 



POOR MAILIE'S ELEGY. 

Lament in rhyme, lament in prose, 
Wi' saut tears trickling down your nose; 
Our bardie's fate is at a close, 

Past a' remead ; 
The last sad cape-stane o' his woes ; 

Poor Mailie a dead ! 

It's no the loss o' warl's gear, 
That could sae bitter draw the tear, 
Or mak our bardie, dowie, wear 

The mourning weed: 
He's lost a friend and neebor dear, 

In Mailie dead. 

Thro' a' the toun she trotted by him; 
A lang half-mile she could descry him ; 
Wi' kindly bleat, when she did spy him, 

She ran wi' speed : 
A friend mair faithfu' ne'er cam nigh him, 

Than Mailie dead. 
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I wat she was a sheep o' sense, 
An* could behave hersel wi' mense : 
111 say't she never brak a fence, 

Thro* thievish greed. 
Our bardie, lanely, keeps the spence 

Sin' Mailie's dead. 

Or, if he wanders up the howe, 

Her living image in her yowe, 

Comes bleating to him, owre the knowe, 

For bits o* bread ; 
An* down the briny pearls rowe 

For Mailie dead. 

She was nae get o' moorland tips, 

Wi' tawted ket, an* hairy hips; 

For her forbears were brought in ships 

Frae yont the Tweed: 
A bonnier fleesh ne'er cross'd the clips 

Than Mailie dead. 

Wae worth the man wha first did shape 
That vile wanchancie thing — a rape ! 
It maks guid fellows girn an' gape, 

Wi' chokin dread ; 
An Robins bonnet wave wi' crape, 

For Mailie dead. 

O, a* ye bards on bonnie Doon ! 
An' wha on Ayr your chanters tune ! 
Come, join the melancholious croon 

O' Robin's reed ! 
His heart will never get aboon 

His Mailie dead. 
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TO JAMES SMITH, 

MERCHANT, MAUCHLINE. 



Friendship 1 mysterious cement of the soul ( 

Sweet'ner of life, and solder of society ! 

I owe thee much. Blair. 



Bear Smith, the sleest, paukie thief, 
That e'er attempted stealth or rief, 
Ye surely hae some warlock-breef 

Owre human hearts; 
For ne'er a bosom yet was prief 

Against your arts. 

For me, I swear by sun and moon, 
And ev'ry star that blinks aboon, 
Ye've cost me twenty pair o' shoon 

Just gaun to see you ; 
An' ev'ry ither pair that's done, 

Mair taen I'm wi' you. 

That auld capricious carlin, Nature, 
To mak amends for scrimpit stature, 
She's turn'd you aff, a human creature 

On her first plan, 
And in her freaks, on ev'ry feature, 

She's wrote, the Man, 

Just now iVe taen the fit o' rhyme, 
My barmie noddle's working prime, 
My fancy yerkit up sublime 

Wi' hasty summon: 
Fae ye a leisure-moment's time 

To hear what's comin? 
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Some rhyme, a neebor*s name to lash ; 
Some rhyme (vain thought!) for needfu' cash; 
Some rhyme to court the countra clash, 

An' raise a din; 
For me, an aim I never fash ; 

I rhyme for fun. 

The star that rules my luckless lot, 

Has fated me the russet coat, 

An' damn'd my fortune to the groat; 

But in requit, 
Has blest me wi' a random shot 

O' countra wit. 

This while my notion's taen a sklent, 
To try my fate in guid black prent ; 
But still the mair I'm that way bent, 

Something cries, ' Hoolie ! 
I red you, honest man, tak tent ! 

Yell shaw your folly,. 

* There's ither poets, much your betters, 
Far seen in Greek, deep men o' letters, 
Hae thought they had insur'd their debtors, 

A' future ages ; 
Now moths deform in shapeless tetters, 

Their unknown pages/ 

* Then fareweel hopes o* laurel-boughs, 
To garland my poetic brows ! 
Henceforth 111 rove where busy ploughs 

Are whistling thrang, 
An' teach the lanely heights an' howes 

My rustic sang. 
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I'll wander on, wi* tentless heed 
How never-halting moments speed, 
Till fate shall snap the brittle thread; 

Then, all unknown, 
I'll lay me wi' th/ inglorious dead, 

Forgot and gone ! 

But why o' death begin a tale? 

Just now we're living sound and hale, 

Then top and maintop crowd the sail, 

Heave care owre side ; ^ 
And large, before enjoyment's gale 

Let's tak the tide. 

This life, sae far's I understand, 

Is a' enchanted fairy land, 

Where pleasure is the magic wand, 

That, wielded right, 
Maks hours like minutes, hand in hand, 

Dance by fu' light. 

The magic wand then let us wield; 
For, ance that five-an'-forty's speel'd, 
See crazy, weary, joyless eild, 

W wrinkl'd face, 
Comes hostin, hirplin owre the field, 

Wi' creepin pace. 

When ance life's day draws near the gloamm, 
Then fareweel vacant careless roamin ; 
An' fareweel <chearfu' tankards foamin, 

An' social noise ; 
An' fareweel dear deluding woman, 

The joy of joys ! 
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O Life ! how pleasant in thy morning, 
Young Fancy's rays the hills adorning! 
Cold-pausing caution's lesson scorning, 

We frisk away, 
Like school-boys, at th' expected warning, 

To joy and play. 

We wander there, we wander here, 
We eye the rose upon the brier, 
Unmindful that the thorn is near, 

Among the leaves ; 
And tho' the puny wound appear, 

Short while it grieves. 

Some, lucky, find a flow'ry spot* 
For which they never toil'd nor swat; 
They drink the sweet, and eat the fat, 

But care or pain ; 
And, haply, eye the barren hut 

Wi v high disdain. 

Wi' steady aim, some fortune chase ; 
Keen Hope does every sinew brace ; 
Thro* fair, thro' foul, they urge the race, 

And seize the prey : 
Then cannie, in some cozie place, 

They close the day. 

And others, like your humble servan', 
Poor wights ! nae rules nor roads observin ; 
To right or left, eternal swervin, 

They zig-zag on ; 
Till curst wi* age, obscure an* starvin, 

They aften groan. 



CHIEFLY SCOTTISH. (F7 

Alas ! what bitter toil an' straining— 
But trace wi' peevish, poor complaining ! 
Is fortune's fickle Luna waning? * 

E'en let her gang ! 
Beneath what light she has remaining, 

Let's sing our sang. 

My pen I here fling to the door, 

And kneel, ' Ye Pow'rs !' and warm implore, 

* Tho' I should wander terra o'er, 

In all her climes, 
Grant me but this, I ask no more, 

Aye rowth o' rhymes. 

' Gie dreeping roasts to countra lairds, 
Till icicles hing frae their beards ; 
Gie fine braw claes to fine life-guards, 

And maids o' honour ; 
And yill an' whisky gie to cairds, 

Until they sconner. 

' A title, Dempster merits it ; 
A garter gie to Willie Pitt ; ' 
Gie wealth to some be-ledgerM cit, 

In cent per cent. 
But gie me real, sterling wit, 

And I'm content. 

' While ye are pleas'd to keep me hale, 
111 sit down o'er my scanty meal, 
Be't water-brose, or muslin-hail, 

Wi' cheerfu' face, 
As lang's the Muses dinna fail 

To say the grace/ 
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An anxious ee I never throws 
Bebint my lug, or by my nose ; 
I jonk beneath misfortune's blows 

As weeFs I may ; 
Sworn foe to sorrow, care, and prose, 

I rhyme away. 

ye douce folk, that live by rule, 
Grave, tideless-blooded, calm, and cool, 
Compared wi* you — O fool ! fool ! fool ! 

How much unlike ! 
Tour hearts are just a standing pool, 

Your lives, a dyke ! 

Nae hair-brain'd, sentimental traces 
In your unletter'd, nameless faces ! 
In arioso trills and graces 

Ye never stray, 
But, gravissimo, solemn basses 

Ye hum away. 

Ye are sae grave, nae doubt ye*re wise; 
Nae ferly tho* ye do despise 
The hairum-scairum, ram-stam boys, 

The rattlin squad : 

1 see you upward cast your eyes — 

— Ye ken the road.— s 

Whilst I — but I shall haud me there — 
Wi* you 131 scarce gang ony where — 
Then, Jamie, I shall say nae mair, 

But quat my sang, 
Content wi* you to mak a pair, 

Whare'er I gang. 
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A DREAM. 



Thoughts, words, and deeds, the statute blames with reason ; 
But sorely dream* were ne'er indicted treason. 



On reading, in the public papers, the Laureate's Ode, with the other 
parade of June 4, 1786, the author was no sooner dropt asleep, than 
he imagined himself transported to the birth-day levee ; and, in his 
dreaming fancy, made the following Address, 

I. 

» 

GuiD-MORNiN to your Majesty t 

May heav'n augment your blisses, 
On every new birth-day ye see ; 

A humble poet wishes ! 
My hardship here, at your levee, 

On sic a day as this is, 
Is sure an uncouth sight to see ; 

Amang the birth-day dresses 

Sae fine this day. 

II. 

I see ye're complimented thrang, 

By mony a lord and lady; 
' God save the king !' 's a cuckoo sang 

That* s unco easy said aye ; 
The poets, too, a venal gang, 

Wi* rhymes weel-turn'd and ready, 
Wad gar you trow ye ne'«r do wrang, 

But aye unerring steady, 

On sic a day. 
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III. 

For me ! before a monarch's face, 

Ev'n there I winna flatter; , 

For neither pension, post, nor place, 

Am I your humble debtor : 
So, nae reflection on your grace. 

Your kingship to bespatter ; 
There's monie waur been o' the race, 

And aiblins ane been better 

Than you this day. 

IV. 

'Tis very true, my soVreign king, 

My skill may weel be doubted : 
But facts are chiels that winna ding, 

An' downa be disputed : 
Your royal nest, beneath your wing, 

Is e'en right reft an' clouted, 
And now the third part of the string, 

An' less, will gang about it 

Than did ae day. 

v. 

Far be't firae me that I aspire 

To blame your legislation, 
Or say, ye wisdom want, or fire, 

To rule this mighty nation! 
But, faith! I muckle doubt, my Sire, 

YeVe trusted ministration 
To chaps, wha, in a barn or byre, 

Wad better fill'd their station 

Than courts yon day. 
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VI. 



And now yeVe gien auld Britain peace. 

Her broken shins to plaster ; 
Your sair taxation does her fleece, 

Till she has scarce a tester; 
For me, thank God, my life's a leaee, 

Nae bargain wearing faster, 
Or, faith ! I fear, that wr* the geese, 

I shortly boost to pasture 

V the craft some day. 

VII. 

I'm no mistrusting Willie Pitt, 

When taxes he enlarges, 
(An Will's a true guid fallow's get, 

A name not envy spairges,) 
That he intends to pay your debt, 

An' lessen a' your charges ; 
But, G-d's sake ! let nae saving-Jit 

Abridge your bonnie barges 

An' boats this day. 

VIII. 

Adieu, my Liege! may freedom geek 

Beneath your high protection; 
An' may ye rax corruption's neck. 

And gie her for dissection ! 
But since I'm here, III no neglect, 

In loyal, true affection, 
To pay your Queen, with due respect, 

My fealty an' subjection 

This great birth-day. 
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Hail, Majesty most Excellent/ . 

While nobles strive to please ye, ** 
Will ye accept a compliment 

A simple poet gies ye? . ' *< 

Thae bonnie bairntime, HeaVn has lent/ ' 

Still higher, may they heeze ye 
In bliss, till fate-some day is sent, ■ ' ■•" ? 

For ever to release ye > * 

Frae care that day. 

X. 

For you, young potentate o' W— -*— / 

I tell your Highness fairly; 
Down pleasure's stream, wi' swellmgaftils, 

I'm tauld ye're driving rarely; *■■■*» 
But some day ye may gnaw your nails, « 

An' curse your folly sairly, 
That e'er ye brak Duma's pales. 

Or rattl'd dice wi* Charlie^ 

By night or day. 

XL 

Yet aft a ragged cowte'a been known 

To mak a noble aiver; 
So, ye may doucely fill a throne, 

For a* their clishmaclaver : 
There, him 1 at Agineaurt wha shone, „ 

Few better were or braver ; * 

And yet, wi! fanny, queer Sir John z , 

He was. an unco shaver 

For monie a day. 
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XII. 



For you, right rev'rend Osnaburg, 

Nane sets the lawn-sleeve sweeter, 
Although a ribbon at your lug 

Wad been a dress completer : 
As ye disown yon paughty dog 

That bears the keys of Peter, 
Then, swith! an' get a wife to hug, 

Or, trouth ! yell stain the mitre 

Some luckless day. 

XIII. 

Young, royal Tarry Breeks, I learn, 

YeVe lately come athwart her ; 
A glorious galley 3 , stem an' stern, 

Weel rigg'd for Venus* barter ; 
But first hang out, that shell discern, 

Your hymeneal charter, 
Then heave aboard your grapple aim, 

An', large upo' her quarter, 

Come full that day. 

XIV. 

Ye, lastly, bonnie blossoms a', 
• Ye royal lasses dainty, 
Heav'n mak you guid as weel as braw, 

An' gie you lads a-plenty : 
Big sneer nae British bays awa', 
For kings are unco scant aye ; 
An' German gentles are but sma\ 
They're better just than want aye 

On onie day. 

E 
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xv. 

God bless yon a' ! consider now, 

Your unco muckle dautet ; 
But, ere the course o' life be through. 

It may be bitter sautet : 
An' I hae seen their coggie fou, 

That yet hae tarrowH at it ; 
But or the day was done, I trow, 

The laggen they hae clautet 

Fu' clean that day. 



» King Henry V. 

3 Sir John Falstaff ; vide Shakspearet 

3 Alluding to the newspaper account of a certain royal sailor's amour. 



V 
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THE VISJON. 



DUAN FIRST. 

The sun had clos'd the winter day, 
The curlers quat their roaring play, 
An' hungered maukin ta'en her way 

To kail-yards green, 
While faithless gnaws ilk step betray 

Whare she has been. 

The thresher's weary flingin-tree 
The lee-lang day had tired me ; 
And whan the day had clos'd his ee, 

Far i' the west, 
Ben I' the spence, right pensivelie, 

I gaed to rest. 

There, lanely, by the ingle-cheek, 
I sat and ey'd the spewing reek, 
That filTd, wi' hoast-proyoking smeek, 

The auld clay biggin ; 
An' heard the restless rattons squeak 

About the riggin. 

All in this mottie, misty clime, 
I backward mus'd on wasted time, 
How I had spent my youthfu' prime, 

An' done nae-thing, 
But stringin blethers up in rhyme, If 

For fools to sing. 
£2 
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Had I to grid advice but haririt, ' ' ' 

I might, by this, hae led a market, • /j 

Or strutted in a bank, an* clarkit ' 

My cash account : 
While here, half-mad, half-fed, half-sarkiV ' ' 

Is a' th* amount. 

I started, mutfring, blockhead! coof! < " •''"<* 
And beav'd on high my waukit loof, - > : ' "'^ 
To swear by a* yon starry roof, ••■' '"» f 

Or some rash aith, 
That I, henceforth, would be rhyme-proof* u 

Till my last breath— 

When click! the string the snick did drat*; ; • { 
And jee ! the door gaed to the wa' ; - . ' ' 

An* by my ingie-lowe I saw, • •' ' 

Now bleezin bright, 
A tight, outlandish Hizzie, braw, 

Come full in sight* 

Ye needna doubt, I held my whisht ; 
The infant aith, half-form *d, was crush t; 
I glowr'd as eerie's Td been dusht 

In some wild glen ; 
When sweet, like modest worth, she blusht, 

And stepped ben. 

Green, slender, leaf-clad holly-boughs 
Were twisted, gracefu*, round her brows ; $ 
I took her for some Scottish Muse, 

By that same token ; 
An' come uAtop those reckless vows, 

Wou'd soon been broken. 
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A ' hair-brain'd, sentimental trace/ 
Was strongly marked in her face ; 
A wildly-witty, rustic grace 

Shone full upon her ; 
Her eye, e'em turn'd, on empty space, 

Beam'd keen with honour. 

Down flowed her robe, a tartan sheen ; 
Till half a leg was scrimply seen ; 
And such a leg ! my bonnie Jean 

Could only peer it ; 
Sae straight, sae taper, tight, and clean, 

Nane else cam near it. 

Her mantle large, of greenish hue, 

My gazing wonder chiefly drew ; 

Deep lights and shades, bold-mingling, threw, 

A lustre grand ; 
And seem'd, to my. astonished view, 

A well known land. 

Here, rivers in the sea were lost ; 
There, mountains to the skies were tost : 
Here, tumbling billows mark'd the coast, 

With surging foam ; 
There, distant shone Art's lofty boast, 

The lordly dome. 

Here, Doon poux'd down his far-fetch'd floods ; 
There, well fe4 Lwine stately thuds : 
Auld hermit Ayr staw thro' his woods, 

> On to the shore ; 
And many a lesser torrent scuds, 

With seeming roar 
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Low, in a sandy valley spread, ! 

An ancient borough reared her head ; / 

Still, as in Scottish story read, 

She boasts a race, 
To evYy nobler virtue bred, ' 

And polish'd grace. 

* 

By stately tow'r or palace fair, /;' 

Or ruins pendent in the air, ! 

Bold stems of heroes, here and there, -■ J 

%I could discern ; 
Some seem'd to muse, some seemed to dare, 

With feature stern. ^ 

My heart did glowing transport feel, i* 

To see a race * heroic wheel, I * 

And brandish round the deep-dy'd steel ■ * H 

In sturdy blows ; 
While back-recoiling seem'd to reel 

Their suthron foes. 

His Country's Saviour*, mark him well! 
Bold Richardton's 3 heroic swell ; 
The chief on Sark* who glorious fell, 

In high command ; 
And he whom ruthless fates expel 

IJis native land. 

There, where a scepterM Pictish shade s 
Stalk'd round his ashes lowly laid, 
I mark'd a martial race, pourtray'd 

In colours strong ; 
Bold, soldieiwfeatur'd, undismayed 

They strode along. 



CHJBFE.T SGOTW8H. 70 ^ 

Thro* many a wild, romantic grove 6 , 
Near many a hermit-fancy'd cove 
(Fit haunts for friendship or for love), 

In musing mood, 
An aged judge, I saw lam rove, 

Dispensing good. 

» 

With deep-struck reverential awe 7 
The learned sire and ton I saw, 
To Nature's God and Nature's law 

They gave their lore, 
This; all its source and end to draw, 

That, to adore. 

Brydone's brave ward 8 I well could spy 
Beneath old Scotia's Smiling eye ; 
Who calTd on lame, low standing by, 

To hand him on, 
Where many a patriot name on high, 

And hero shone. 



1 The Wallaces. 

* William Wallace. 

* Adam Wallace, of Richardton, cousin to the immortal preserver 
of Scottish independence. 

4 Wallace, Laird of Graigie, who was second in command, under 
Douglas Earl of Ormond, at the famous battle on the banks of Sark, 
fought anno 1448. That glorious victory was principally owing to the 
judicious conduct and intrepid valour of the gallant Laird of Craigie, 
who died of his wounds after the action. 

5 Coilus, king of die Pkts, from whom the district of Kyle is said to 
take its same, lies buried, as tradition says, near die family-seat of the 
Montgomeries of Coirs-field, where his barial-plaee is still shown. 

6 Barskimming, thaseat of the Lord Justice Clerk (Miller). 

7 Catrine, die seat of the late Doctor, and present Professor Stewart. 

* Colonel Fullarton. 
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DUAN SECOND. 

With musing-deep, astonished stare, 

I viewed the heav'nly-seeming/kt*; * 

A whisp'ring throb did witness beat, 

Of kindred sweety 
When with an elder sister's air 

She did me.greet. 

' All hail ! my own inspired bard ! 
In me thy native muse regard! 
Nor longer mourn thy fate is hard, 

Thus poorly low \ "" 
I come to give thee such reward 

As we bestow. 

* Know, the great genius of this land 
Has many a light, aerial band, 
Who, all beneath his high command, 

Harmoniously, 
As arts or arms they understand, 

Their labours ply. 

' They Scot Ufa race among them share ; 
Some fire the soldier on to dare ; 
Some rouse the patriot up to bare 

Corruption's heart : 
Some teach the bard, a darling care, 

The tuneful art. 



: :<f 
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' 'Mong swelling floods of reeking gore, 
They, ardent, kindling spirits pour ; 
Or, 'mid the venal senate's roar, 

They, sightless, stand, 
To mend the honest patriot lore, 

And grace the land. 

' And when the bard, or hoary sage, 
Charm or instruct the future age, 
They bind the wild poetic rage 

In energy, 
Or point the inconclusive page 

Full on the eye. 

' Hence Futtarton, the brave and young; > ; 
Hence Deinpster'a zeal-inspired tongue ; 
Hence sweet harmonious Beattie sung 

His " Minstrel lays ;" 
Or tore, with noble ardour stung, 

The sceptic's bays. 



' To lower orders are assigned 
The humbler ranks of human kind, 
The rustic Bard, the lab'rmg Hind, 

The Artisan ; 
All chuse, as various they're iriclin'd, 

The various man. 

' When yellow waves the heavy grain; 
The threatening storm some' strongly rein ; 
Some teach to meliorate the plain 

With tillage-skill; 
And some instruct the shepherd train, 

Blythe o'er the hill. 
e3 



/ 
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4 Some hist th# lover's harmless wile ; ■ -i < » 
Some grace the maiden's artless smile; • f - 
Some sooth the laborer's weary toil, 

For humble gains, 
And make his cottage-scenes beguile 

His cares and pains* 

4 Some, bounded to a district-space, 
Explore at large man's infant race, 
To mark the embryotic trace 

Of rustic Bard; 
And careful note each op'ning grace, 

A guide and guard. 

* Of these mm I — Coil* my name ; 
And this district as mine I claim, 
Where once the Campbells, chiefs of fame, 

Held ruling pow'r : 
I mark'd thy embryo tuneful flame, 

Thy natal hour. 

* With future hope, I oft would gaze 
Fond, on thy little early ways, 
Thy rudely caroll'd chiming phrase, 

In uncouth rhymes, 
Fir'd at the simple, artless lays 

Of other times. 

' I saw thee seek the sounding shore, 
Delighted with the dashing roar ; 
Or when the north his fleecy store 

Drove thro' the sky, 
I saw grim nature's visage hoar, 

Struck thy young eye. 
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' Or when tto deep green-mantTd earth 
Warm-oherish'd ev*ry floweret's birth, 
And joy and music pouring forth 

In ev'ry grove, 
I saw thee eye the gen'ral mirth 

With boundless love. 

' When ripen'd fields and azure sties 
CalFd forth the reaper's rustling noise, 
I saw thee leave their ev'ning joys, 

And lonely stalk, 
To vent thy bosom's swelling rise 

In pensive walk. 

' When youthful love, warm-blushing, strong, 
Keen-shivering shot thy nerves along, 
Those accents grateful to thy tongue, 

Th* adored Name, 
I taught thee how to pour in song, 

To soothe thy flame. 

' I saw thy pulse's maddening play, 
Wild send thee pleasure's devious way, 
Misled by fancy's meteor ray* 

By passion driven ; 
But yet the light that led astray 

Was light from heaven. 

* I taught thy manners-painting strains, 
The loves, the ways of simple swains, 
Till now, o'er all my wide domains 

Thy fame extends ; 
And some, the pride of Coila'9 plains, 

Become thy friends, 
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* Thou canst not learn, nor can I show, 
To paint with Thomson a landscape-glow; 
Or wake the boeom~meltuig throe, . 

With Skenstones art ; 
Or poor, with Gray, the moving flow 

Warm on the heart. , 

' Yet all beneath th' unrivalTd rose, 
The lowly daisy sweetly blows ; 
Tho' large the forest's monarch throws 

His army shade, 
Tet green the juicy hawthorn grows, 

Adown the glade. 

( Then never murmur nor repine ; 
Strive in thy humble sphere to shine ; 
And trust me, not Potori's mine, 

Nor kings* regard, 
Can give a bliss o'ermatching thine, 

A rustic Bard. 

' To give my counsels all in one, 
Thy tuneful flame still careful ran ; 
Preserve the Dignity of Man, 

With soul erect ; 
And trust, the Universal Plan 

Will all protect. 

i And wear thou this 9 — she solemn said, 
And bound the Hotty round my head : 
The polish'd leaves, and berries red, 

Did rustling play ; 
And, like a passing thought, she fled 

In light away. 
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ADDRESS TO THE UNCO GtflD; 
TliE RIGIDLY RIGHTEOUS. 



My son. these maxims make a rule;. 

And lamp them aye thegither ; 
The Rigid Righteous is a fool, 

The Rigid Wise anither: 
The cleanest corn that e'er was dight 

May h»e some pyles of caff in : 
So ne'er a fellow-creature slight . 

For random fits o* daffin. 

Solomon,— -Eccle*. ch. viL ver, 16* 



O ye wha are sae guid yonrsel, 

Sae pious and sae holy, 
YeVe nought to do but mark and tell 

Your neebour's faults and folly ! 
Whase life is like a weel-gann mill, 

Supply'd wi' store o' water, 
The heapet happer's ebbing still, 

And still the clap plays clatter. 

Hear me, ye venerable core, 

As counsel for poor mortals, 
That frequent pass douce Wisdom's door, 

For glaikit Folly's portals;. 
I, for their thoughtless, careless sakes, 

Would here. propone defences, 
Their donsie tricks, their black mistakes, 

Their failings and mischances. 
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Ye see your stale wi' their** eompar'd, « 

And shudder at the niffer, 
But cast a moment's fair regard, 

What maks the mighty differ $ 
Discount what scant occasion gave 

That purity ye pride in f 
And (what's aft mair than a' the lave) 

Your better art o' hiding. 

Think, when your castigated pulse 

Gies now and then a wallop, 
What raging must his veins convulse, 

That still eternal gallop : 
Wi' wind and tide fair i' your tail, 

Right on ye scud your sea-way ; 
But in the teeth o' baith to sail, 

It maks an unco lee-way. 

See social life and glee sit down, 

All joyous and unthinking, 
Till, quite transmugrify'd, they're grown 

Debauchery and drinking : 
O, would they stay to calculate 

TV eternal consequences ; 
Or your more dreaded hell to state, 

Damnation of expenses ! 

Ye high, exalted, virtuous dames, 

Ty'd up in godly laces, 
Before ye gie poor/ratfty names, 

Suppose a change o' cases ; 
A dear lov'd lad, convenience snug, 

A treacherous inclination — 
But, let me whisper i' your lug, 

Ye're aibhns nae temptation. 



CHIEFLY SCOTTISH. 87 

Then gently scan your brother man, 

Still gentler sister woman ; 
Tho' they may gang a kennin wrang, 

To step aside is human : 
One point must still be greatly dark, 

The moving why they do it : 
And just as lamely can ye mark, 

How far perhaps they rue it. 

Who made the heart, 'tis He alone 

Decidedly can try us, 
He knows each chord — its various tone, 

Each spring — its various bias : 
Then at the balance let's be mute, 

We never can adjust it ; 
What's done we partly may compute, 

But know not what's resisted. 
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TAM SAMSON'S ELEGY*. ini.fr, » 

■ -< i) 'in ~0 



An honest man's the noblest work of G&U*-/ > 4¥» 



Has auld K********* seen the Deil? 
Or great M'******* a thrawn his heel? 
Or R*******3 again grown weel, 

To preach an' read? 
' Na, waur than a'!' cries ilka chiel, 

* Tarn Samson 9 s dead !' 

K********* lang may grunt an* grane, 
An' sigh, an' sab, an' greet her lane, 
An' deed her bairns, man, wife, an' wean, 

In mourning weed ; 
To death, she's dearly paid the kane, 

Tarn Samson's dead ! 

The brethren of the mystic level 
May hing their head inwoefu' bevel, 
While by their nose the tears will revel, 

like ony bead ; 
Death's gien the lodge an unco devel : 

Tarn Samson's dead ! 

When winter muffles up his cloak, 
And binds the mire like a rock ; 
When to the loughs the curlers flock 

Wi' gleesome speed, 
Wha will they station at the cock ? 

Tarn Samson's dead ! 



:..t/ 
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He was the king o' a' the core, 
To guard, OTXfataw} 6r wicfc a T>ore, 
Or up the rink like Jehu roar 

In time of need ; 
But now tie lags on death's hog-score, 

Tarn Samson's dead ! 

Now safe the stately sawmont sail, 
And trouts bedropp'd wi' crimson hail, 
And eels weel ken'd for souple tail, 

And geds for greed, 
Since dark in death's fish-creel we wail 

Tarn Samson dead ! 

Rejoice, ye birring paitricks a' ; 

Ye cootie moorcocks, crousely craw ; 

Ye maukins, cock your fud fu' braw, 

Withouten dread ; 
Your mortal fae is now awa, 

Tarn Samson's dead ! 

That waefu* morn be ever mourn'd, 
Saw him in shootin graith adorn'd, 
While pointers round impatient burn'd, 

Frae couples freed ; 
But, och ! he gaed and ne'er returh'd ! 

Tarn Samson's dead ! 

* 

In vain auld age his body batters ; 
In vain the gout his ancles fetters; 
In vain the burns came down like waters. 

An acre braid ! 
Now ev^ry auld wife, greetin, clatters, 

Tarn Samson's dead ! 
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Owre mony a weary hag he limpit, 
An' aye the tither shot he thumpit, 
Till coward death behind him jumpit 

Wi' deadly feide ; 
Now he proclaims, wi' tout o' trumpet, 

Tarn Samson's dead ! 
« 
When at his heart he felt the dagger* 
He reel'd his wonted bottle-swagger, 
But yet he drew the mortal trigger 

Wi' weel aim'd heed ; 
* L — d, five V he cryM, an* owre did stagger; 

Tarn Samson's dead ! ^ 

Ilk hoary hunter mourn'd a brither ; 
Ilk sportsman youth bemoan'd a father ; 
Ton auld gray stane, amang the heather* 

Marks out his head, 
Whare Burns has wrote, in rhyming blether, 

Tom Sanuon's dead! 

There low he lies, in lasting rest; 
Perhaps upon his mould 'ring breast 
Some spitefu' muirfowl bigs her nest, 

, To hatch an' breed ; 
Alas ! nae mair hell them molest ! 

Tarn Samson's dead i 

When August winds the heather wave, 
And sportsmen wander by yon grave, 
Three volley* let his mem'ry crave 

O' pouther an' lead, 
Till Echo answer frae her cave, 

Tarn Samson's dead 1 
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Heav'n rest his saul, whare'er he be ! 
Is th' wish o' mony mae than me ; 
He had twa faults, or maybe three, 

Yet what remead? . 
Ae social honest man want we : 

Tarn Samson's dead ! 



THE EPITAPH. 

Tam Samson's weel-worn clay here lies, 
Te canting zealots, spare him ! 

If honest worth in heaven rise, 
Yell mend or ye win near him. 

PER CONTRA. 

Go, fame, an' canter like a filly 
Thro' a' the streets an' neuks o' KilUe* 
Tell ev'ry social, honest billie 

To cease his grievin, 
For yet, unskaith'd by death's gleg gullie, 

Tarn Samson* s livin. 



1 When this worthy old sportsman went ont last muirfbwl season, 
he supposed it was to be, in Ossian's phrase, * the last of his fields ;' 
and expressed an ardent wish to die and be buried in the main. On 
this hint the author composed bis elegy and epitaph. 

* A certain preacher, a great favourite with the million. Vide the 
Ordination, stanza IX. 

3 Another preacher, an equal favourite with the few, who was at 
that time ailing. For him, see also the Ordination, stanza IX. 

* KUlie is a phrase the country-folks sometimes use for Kilmarnock. 
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HALLOWEEN 1 . / 






Yes ! let the rich deride, the proud disdain, ' : 
The simple pleasures of the lowly* train $ 
To me more dear, congenial to my heart, . 
One native charm, than all the gloss of art. 

Goldamith. 



The following poem will, by many readers, be well enough understood ; 
but for the sake of those who are unacquainted with the manners 
and traditions of the country where the scene is cast, notes are added, 
to give some account of the principal charms and spells of that night, 
so big with prophecy to the peasantry in the west of Scotland. The 
passion of prying into futurity makes a striking part of the ( history of 
human nature in its rude state, in all ages and nations; and.it may 
be some entertainment to a philosophic mind (if any such should 
honour the author with a perusal), to see the remains of it, among 
the more unenlightened in our own. 



1. 

Upon that night, when fairies light 

On Cossitis Downans* dance. 
Or owre the lays, in splendid blaze, 

On sprightly coursers prance ; 
Or for Cohan the route is ta'en, 

Beneath the moon's pale beams ; 
There, up the row 3 , to stray an* rove 

Amang the rocks and streams 

To sport that night. 
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II. 

Amang the bonnie winding banks 

Where Do&n ritte/wimplin, clear, 
Where Bruce 4 ance rul'd the martial ranks, 

An' shook his Carrick spear, 
Some merry, friendly, countra folks, 

Together did convene, 
To burn their nits, an' pou their stocks, 

An' hand their Halloween 

' Fu' blythe that night. 

...... . in. 

,'„'" $$. lasses feat, an' cleanly neat, 
; ji. Mair braw than when they're fine ; 
1 > Their faces blythe, fu' sweetly kythe, 
'" 'Hearts leal, an' warm, an' kin': 
,,¥he lafls sae trig, wi' wooer-babs, 

Weel knotted on their garten, 
Some unco blate, an' some wi' gabs, 
Gar lasses' hearts gang startin 

Whiles fast at night. 

IV. 

Then first and foremost, thro' the kail, 

Their stocks 5 maun a' be sought ance 7- 
They steek their een, on' graip an' wale, 

For muckle anes an' straught anes. 
Poor hav'rel Will fell aff the ^rift, * 

An' wanderM through the bow-hail, 
An' pow't, for want o' better shift, 

A runt was like a sow-tail, 

Sae bow't that night. 
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V, 

Then, straught or crooked, yird or Bane, 

They roar an' cry a' throu'ther; 
The vera wee things, todlin, rin 

Wi* stocks out-owre their shouther; 
An' gif the custoc's sweet or sour, 

Wi* joctelegs they taste them; 
Syne coziely, aboon the door, 

Wi' cannie care, they place them 

To lie that night. 

VI. 

The lasses staw frae* mang them a' 

To pou their stalks o* corn 6 ; 
But Rab slips oat, an' jinks about, 

Behint the muckle thorn : 
He grippet Nelly hard an' fast; 

Loud skirl'd a' the lasses ; 
But her tap-fickle maist was lost, 

When kiuttlin in the fause-house 7 

Wi' him that night. 

vn. 

The auld guidwife's weel-hoordet nits* 

Are round an' round divided, 
An' monie lads' and lasses' fates 

Are there that night decided : 
Some kindle, couthie, side by side, 

An' burn thegither trimly ; 
Some start awa wi' saucy pride, 

And jump out-owre the chimlie 

Fu' high that night. 



• 
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VIII. 



Jean slips in twa, wi' tentie ee ; 

Wha 'twas, she wadna tell ; 
But this is Jock % and this is mt t # 

She says in to hersel : 
He hleez'd owre her, an' she owre him, 

As they would never mair part; 
Till faff! he started up the lum, 

An' Jean had e'en a sair heart 

To see't that night. 

IX. 

Poor Willie, wi' his bow-hail runt. 

Was brunt wi' primsie Mallie, 
An 1 Mallie, nae doubt, took the drant, 

To be compar'd to Willie : 
Mall's nit lap out wi' pridefu' fling, 

An' her ain fit it brunt it ; 
While Willie lap, an* swoor by jing 9 

Twas just the way he wanted 
To be that night. 

x. 

Nell had the fause-house in her min\ 

She pits hersel an' Rob in ; 
In loving bleeze they sweetly join, 

Till white in ase they're sobbin : 
Nell's heart was dancin at the view, 

She whisper'd Rob to leuk for't : 
Rob, stowlins, prie'dher bonnie mou, 

Fu* cozie in the neuk for't,. 

Unseen that night. 
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XI. 

But Merran sat behint their backs, 

Her thoughts on Andrew Bell ; 
She lem'es them gashin at their cracks, 

And slips out by hersel : 
She through the yard the nearest taks, 

An' to the kiln she goes then, 
An' darklins graph for the banks, 

And in the bhie-chte* throws then, 

Right fear't that night. 

XII. 

An' aye she win't, an' aye she swat, 

I wat she made nae jaukin ; 
Till something held within the pat, 

Guid L — d ! but she was quakint 
But whether 'twas the deil himsel, 

Or whether 'twas a bauk-en', 
Or whether it was Andrew Bell, 

She didna wait on talkin 

To spier that night. 

XIII. 

Wee Jennie to her Grannie says, 

* Will ye go wi' me, grannie? 
I'll eat the apple 9 at the glass, 

I gat frae uncle Johnie :* 
She fuff't her pipe wi' sic a lunt, 

In wrath she was sae vap'rin, 
She notic'tna* an aide brunt 

Her braw new wor set apron 

Out-thro* that night. 
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XIV. 



' Te little skelpie-limmer's face ! 

How daur you try sic sportin, 
As seek the foul Thief ony place, 

For him to spae your fortune ? 
Nae doubt but ye may get a sight/ 

Great cause ye hae to fear it; 
For monie a ane has gotten a fright, 

An' livM an' di'd deleeret 

On sic a night. 

xv. 

' Ae hairst afore the Sherra-moor, 

I mind't as weel's yestreen, 
I was a gilpey then, I'm sure 

I wasna past fyffeen : 
The simmer had been cauld an' wat, 

An t stuff was unco green; 
An' aye a rantin kirn we gat, 
. An' just on Halloween 

It fell that night 

XVI. 

' Our stibble-rig was Rab M'Graen, 

A clever, sturdy fallow; 
His sin gat Eppie Sim wi' wean, 

That liv'd in Achmacalla: 
He gat hemp-seed 11 , 1 mind it weel, 

An' he made unco light o't; 
But monie a day was by htmtd, 

He was sae sairly frighted 

That vera night.' 

F 
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XVII. 

Then up gat fechtin Jamie Fleck, 

An* he swoor by his conscience, 
That he could saw hemp-seed a peck; 

For it was a' but nonsense: 
The auld guidman raught down the pock, 

An' out a handfu' gied him ; 
Syne bad him slip frae 'mang the folk, 

Sometime when nae ane see'd him, 
An' \rf% that night 

XVIII. 

He marches thro' amang the stacks, 

Tho' he was something fturtin ; 
The graip he for a harrow taks, 

An' haurls at his curpin : 
An' ev'ry now an' then he says, 

* Hemp-seed I saw thee, 
An* her that is to be my lass, 

Come after me, and draw thee, 

As fast this night' 

XIX. 

He whistl'd up Lord Lenox' march 

To keep his courage cheery ; 
Altho' his hair began to arch, 

He was sae fley'd an' eerie : 
Till presently he hears a squeak, 

An' then a grane an' gruntle ; 
He by his shouther gae a keek, 

An' tumbl'd wi' a wintle 

Outrowre that night. 



HALLOWEEN. 
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XX. 



He roar'd a horrid murder-shout, 

In dreadfu* desperation ! 
An' young an' auld came rinnin out 

To hear the sad narration : 
He swoor 'twas hilchin Jean M'Craw, 

Or crouchie Merran Humphie, 
Till stop ! she trotted thro' them a' ; 

An' wha was it but Grumphie 

Asteer that night! 

XXI. 

Meg fain wad to the barn gane 

To win three wechts o' northing l% ; 
But for to meet the deil her lane, 

She pat but little faith in : 
She gies the herd a pidde nits, 

And twa red-cheekit apples, 
To watch, while for the barn she sets, 

In hopes to see Tarn Kipples 

That vera night. 

XXII. 

She turns the key wi* cannie thraw, 

An' owre the threshold ventures ; 
But first on Sawnie gies a ca', 

Syne bauldly in she enters ; 
A rattan rattled up the wa', 

An' she cried, L — d preserve her ! 
An' ran thro' midden-hole an' a', 

An' prayed wi' zeal an' fervour, 

Fu' fast that night. 

f2 
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XXIII. 



They hoy't out Will, wi* sair advice ; 

They hetcht him some fine braw ane ; ' , 
It chanc'd the *tack hefaddom'd thrice* 3 

Was timmer-propt for thrawin: . t . 
He taks a swirlie auld moss-oak. ' ^ 

For some black, grousome carlin; 
An* loot a winze, an' drew a stroke. 

. i ' 

Till skin in blypes came haurlin 

Aff's nieves that night. 



i. 



XXIV. 

A wanton widow Leezie was, 

As canty as a kittlen ; 
But och ! that night, amang the shaws 

She got a fearfu' settlin ! 
She thro' the whins, an' by the oairn, 

An' owre the hill gaed scrievin, 
Whare three lairds' lands met at a bum 1 ^ 

To dip her left sark-sleeve in, 

Was bent that night. 

xxv. 

Whyles owre a linn the burnie plays, 

As thro* the glen it wimpl't ; 
Whyles round a rocky scar it strays ; 
- Whyles in a wiel it dimpl't ; 
Whyles glitter'd to the nightly rays, 

Wr bickering, dancing dazzle; 
Whyles cookit underneath the braes, 

Below the spreading hazel, 

Unseen that night. 
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XXVI. 



Amang the brachens, on the brae, 

Between her an' the moon, 
The deil, or else an outler quey, 

Gat up an' gae a croon : 
Poor Leezie's heart maist lap the hool ; 

Near lav'rock height she jumpit, 
But mist a fit, an' in the pool 

Out-owre the lugs she plumpit, 

Wi' a plunge that night* 

XXVII. 

In order, on the clean hearth-stane, 
The luggies three 15 are ranged, 

And ev'ry time great care is ta'en, 

. To see (hem duly changed : 

Auld uncle John, wha wedlock's joys 
Sin Mar s year did desire, 

Because he gat the toom dish thrice, 
He heav'd them on the fire 

In wrath that night. 

XXVIII. 

Wi' merry sangs, an' friendly cracks, 

I wat they didna weary ; 
An' unco tales, an' funnie jokes, 

Their sports were cheap an' cheery ; 
Till buttei'd so'ru 16 , wi' fragrant lunt, 

Set a 9 their gabs a steerin ; 
Syne, wi' a social glass o' strunt, 

They parted aff careerin 

Fu' blythe that night. 
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NOTES. 

1 Halloween is thought to be a night when witches, devils, and other 
mischief-making beings, are all abroad on their baneful, midnight er- 
rands; particularly those aerial people, the fairies, are said on that 
night to bold a grand anniversary. 

3 Certain little, romantic, rocky, green hills, in the neighbourhood 
of the ancient seat of the Earls of Cassilis. 

3 A noted cavern near Colean-honse, called the Gove of Colean ; 
which, as Cassilis Downans, is famed in country story for being a 
favourite haunt of fairies. 

4 The famous family of that name, the ancestors of Robert, the great 
deliverer of bis country, were Earls of Carrick. 

5 The first ceremony of Halloween is, palling each a stock, or plant 
of kail. They must go out, hand in hand, with eyes shut, and pull 
the first they meet with : Its being big or little, straight or crooked, is 
prophetic of the size and shape of the grand object of all their spells— 
the husband or wife. If any yird, or earth, stick to the root, that is 
tocher, or fortune ; and the taste of the custoc, that is, the heart of the 
stem, is indicative of the natural temper and disposition. Lastly, the 
stems, or, to give them their ordinary appellation, the runts, are placed 
somewhere above the head of the door ; and the christian names of the 
people whom chance brings into the house, are, according to the pri- 
ority of placing the runts, the names in question. 

6 They go to the barn-yard, and pull each, at three several times, a 
stalk of oats. If the third stalk wants the top-pickle, that is, the grain 
at the top of the stalk, the party in question will come to the marriage- 
bed any thing but a maid. 

7 When the corn is in a doubtful state, by being too green, or wet, 
the stack-builder, by means of old timber, &c, makes a large apartment 
in his stack, with an opening in the side which is fairest exposed to 
the wind : this he calls hfause-house. 

8 Burning the nuts is a famous charm. They name the lad and lass 
to each particular nut, as they lay them in the fire, and accordingly as 
they burn quietly together, or start from beside one another, the course 
and issue of the courtship will be. 

9 Whoever would, with success, try this spell, must strictly observe 
these directions : Steal out, all alone, to the kiln, and darkling, throw 
into the pot a clue of blue yarn ; wind it in a new clue off the old one ; 
and, towards the latter end, something will hold the thread ; demand, 
wha hands? i. e. who holds? an answer will be returned from the 
kiln-pot, by naming the christian and surname of your future spouse. 
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10 Take a 'candle, and go alone to a looking-glass ; eat an apple 
before it, and some traditions say, you should comb your hair all the 
time ; the face of your conjugal companion, to be, will be seen in the 
glass, as if peeping over your shoulder. 

11 Steal out unperceived, and sow a handful of hemp-seed ; harrow- 
ing it with any thing you can conveniently draw after you. Repeat 
now and then, ' Hemp-seed, I saw thee, hemp-seed, I saw thee ; and 
him (or her) that is to be my true-love, come after me and pou thee.' 
Look over your left shoulder, and you will see the appearance of the 
person invoked, in the attitude of pulling hemp. Some traditions say, 
' come after me, and shaw thee/ that is, show thyself: in which case 
it simply appears. Others omit the harrowing, and say, ' come after 
me, .and harrow thee.' 

13 This charm must likewise be performed unperceived, and alone. 
Yon go to the barn, and open both doors, taking them off the hinges, 
if possible*; for there is danger that the being, about to appear, may 
shot the doors, and do you some mischief. Then take that instrument 
used- in winnowing the corn, which, in our country dialect, we call a 
wecht; and go through all the attitudes of letting down corn against 
the wind. Repeat it three times ; and the third time an apparition 
will pass through the barn, in at the windy door, and out at the other, 
having both the figure in question, and the appearance or retinue, 
marking the employments station in life. 

IS Take an opportunity of going, unnoticed, to a Bearstack, and 
fathom it three tunes round. The last fathom of the last time, you 
will catch in your arms the appearance of your future conjugal yoke- 
fellow. 

14 Yon go out, one or more (for this is a social spell), to a south 
running spring or rivulet, where ' three lairds' lands meet,' and dip 
your left shirt sleeve. Go to bed in sight of a fire, and hang your wet 
sleeve before it to dry. Lie awake ; and some time near midnight, an 
apparition, having the exact figure of the grand object in question, will 
come and turn the sleeve, as if to dry the other side of it. 

15 Take three dishes ; put clean water in one, foul water in another, 
leave the third empty : blindfold a person, and lead him to the hearth 
where the dishes are ranged ; he (or she) dips the left hand : if by 
chance in the clean water, the future husband or wife will come to the 
bar of matrimony a maid : if in the foul, a widow : if in the empty 
dish, it foretells, with equal certainty, no marriage at all. It is repeated 
three times, and every time the arrangement of the dishes is altered. 

16 Sowens, with butter instead of milk to them, is always the Hal- 
loween Supper, 
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THE A17LD FARMER'S 



NEW-YEAR MORNING SALUTATION 

. . ■' 

TO 
HIS AULD MARE MAGGIE, 

ON GIVING HSR THE AGOBSTOMSD RIPP OP CORN TO HANBO. IN tHk NKW- 

YBAR. 



./' 



A 



A guid New-year I wish thee, Maggie ! 
Hae, there's a ripp to thy auld baggie : 
Tho' thou's howe-backit, now, an' knaggie, 

I've seen the day, 
Thou could hae gane like onie staggie _, 

Out-owre the lay. 

Tho* now thou's dowie, stiff, an' crazy, 
An' thy auld hide's as white's a daisy, 
I've seen thee dappl't, sleek, and glaizie, 

A bonnie gray : 
He should been tight that daur't to raize thee, 

Ance in a day. 

Thou ance was i' the foremost rank, 
A. fitly buirdly, steeve, an' swank, 
An' set weel down a shapely shank, 

As e'er tread yird ; 
An' could hae flown out-owre a stank, 

lake onie bird. 
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It's now some nine-an'-twenty year, 
Sin' thou was my guid-father's meere ; 
He gied me thee, o' tocher clear, 

An* fifty mark ; 
Tho' it was sma', 'twas weel-won gear, 

An' thou was stark. 

When first I gaed to woo my Jenny, 
Ye then was trottin wi' your minnie : 
Tho' ye was tricfcie, slee, an' funnie, 

Ye ne'er was donsie ; 
But namely, tawie, quiet, an' cannie, 

An' unco sonsie. 

That day ye pranc'd.wi' muckle pride, 
When ye bure hame my bonnie bride; 
An' sweet an' gracefu' she did ride, 

Wi' maiden air ! 
Kyle Stewart I could bragged wide, 

For sic a pair. 

Tho' now ye dow but hoyte and hobble, 
An' wintle like a saumont-coble, 
That day ye was a jinker noble, 

For heels an' win ! 
An' ran them till they a' did wauble, 

Far, far behin'. 

When thou an* I were young and skeigh, 

An' stable-meals at fairs were dreigh, 

How thou wad prance, an' snore, an' skreigh, 

An' tak the road ! 
Town's bodies ran, and stood abeigh, 

An' ca't thee mad. 

F3 
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When thou was corn't, an' I was mellow, 
We took the road aye like a swallow : 
At Brooses thou had ne'er a fellow, 

For pith an' speed ; 
But ev'ry tail thou payt them hollow, 

Whare'er thou gaed. 

The sma', droop-rumprt, hunter cattle, 
Might aihlins waur't thee for a brattle ; 
But sax Scotch miles thou try't their mettle, 

An' gart them whaizle ; 
Nae whip nor spur, but just a wattle 

O' saugh or hazel. 

Thou was a noble fittie-lan', 

As e'er in tug or tow was drawn ! 

Aft thee an' I, in aught hours gaun, 

On guid March weather, 
Hae turn*d sax rood beside our han', 

For days thegither. 

Thou never braindg't, an' fech't, an' fliskit, 
But thy auld tail thou wad hae'whiskit, 
An* spread abreed thy weel-filTd brisket, 

Wi* pith an* pow'r, 
Till spritty knowes wad rair't and risket, 

An* slypet owre. 

When frosts lay lang, an* snaws were deep, 
An' threaten'd labour back to keep, 
I gied thy cog a wee-bit heap 

Aboon the timmer ; 
I ken'd my Maggie wadna sleep 

For that, or simmer. 
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In cart or car thou never reestit ; 

The steyest brae thou wad hae face't it : 

Thou never lap, and sten't, and breastit, 

Then stood to blaw ; 
But just thy step a wee thing hastit, 

Thou snoov't awa. 

My pleitgh is now thy bairn-time a' : 
Four gallant brutes as e'er did draw ; 
Forbye sax mae, I've sell't awa, 

That thou hast nurst : 
They drew me thretteen pund an' twa, 

The vera warst. 

Monie a sair daurk we twa hae wrought, 
An' wi' the weary warl' fought ! 
An' monie an anxious day, I thought 

We wad be beat ! 
Yet here to crazy age we're brought, 

Wi' something yet. 

And thinkna, my auld, trusty servan', 
That now perhaps thou's less deservin, 
An' thy auld days may end in starvin, 

For my last /on, 
A heapit stimpart, 111 reserve ane 

Laid by for you. 

We've worn to crazy years thegither ; 
We'll toyte about wi' ane anither ; 
Wi' tentie care I'll flit thy tether 

To some hain'd rig, 
Whare ye may nobly rax your leather, 

Wi' sma' fatigue. 
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TO A MOUSE, 

ON TURNING HER UP IN HER NEST WITH THE PLOUGH, 

NOVEMBER, 1785. 

Wee, sleekh, cow'rm, tim'roos beastie, 
O, what a panic's in thy breastie ! 
Thou needna start awa sae hasty, 

Wi T bickering brattle ! 
I wad be laith to rin an' chase thee, 

Wi' murdering pottle ! 

I'm truly sorry man's dominion 

Has broken Nature's social union, ' 

An' justifies that ill opinion, 

Which maks thee startle 
At me, thy poor earth-born companion, 

An' fellow-mortal / 

I doubtna, whyles, but thou may thieve ; - 
What then? poor beastie, thou maun live ! 
A daimen-icker in a throve 

'S a sma' request : 
I'll get a blessin wi' the lave, 

And never miss't ! 

Thy wee bit housie, too, in ruin ! 
Its silly wa's the win's are strewin ! 
An' naething, now, to big a new ane, 

O' foggage green ! 
An* bleak December's winds ensuin, 

Baith snell an' keen ! 
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Thou saw the fields laid bare an' waste. 
An* weary winter comin fast, 
An' cozie here, beneath the blast, 

Thou thought to dwell, 
Till crash! the cruel coulter past, 

Out-thro' tby cell. 

That wee bit heap o' leaves an' stibble, 
Has cost thee mony a weary nibble ! 
Now thou's turn'd out, for a' thy trouble, 

But house or hald, 
To thole the winter's sleety dribble, 

An' cranreuch cauld ! 

But, Mousie, thou art no thy lane, 
In proving foresight may be vain : 
The best laid schemes o' mice an' men, 

Gang aft a-gley, 
An' lea'e us nought but grief and pain, 

For promis'd joy. 

Still thou art blest, compar'd wi' me ! 
The present only toucheth thee : 
But, och ! I backward cast my ee 

On prospects drear ! 
An' forward, tho' I carina see, 

I guess an' fear. 
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A WINTER NIGHT. 



Poor naked wretches, wheresoe'er yon are. 
That bide the pelting of this pitiless storm ! 
How shall your houseless heads, and unfed sides, 
Your looped and window*d raggedness, defend you 

From seasons such as these? 

Skakspeare. 



When biting Boreas, fell and doure, 
Sharp shivers thro* the leafless bow'r ; 
When Phcebus gies a short-liv'd glowr 

Far south the lift, 
Dim-dark'ning thro* the flaky shoVr, 

Or whirling drift : 

Ae night the storm the steeples rocked, 
Poor labour sweet in sleep was locked, 
While burns, wi' snawy wreeths up-choked, 

Wild eddying swirl. 
Or thro' the mining outlet bocked, 

Down headlong hurl. 

List'ning, the doors an* winnocks rattle, 
I thought me on the ourie cattle, 
Or silly sheep, wha bide this brattle 

O* winter war, 
And thro* the drift, deep-lairing sprattle, 

Beneath a scar. 
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Ilk happing bird, wee, helpless thing, 
That, in the merry months o' spring, 
Delighted me to hear thee sing, 

What comes o' thee ? 
Whare wilt thou cow'r thy chittering wing, 

An* close thy ee? 

Ev'n you on murd'ring errands toiTd, 
Lone from your savage homes exil'd, 
The blood-stain* d roost, and sheep-cote spoiTd, 

My heart forgets, 
While pityless the tempest wild 

Sore on you beats. 

Now Phoebe, in her midnight reign, 
Dark muffl'd, view'd the dreary plain ; 
Still crowding thoughts, a pensive train, 

Rose in my soul, 
When on my ear this plaintive strain, 

Slow, solemn, stole — 

4 Blow, blow, ye winds, with heavier gust ! 
And freeze, thou bitter-biting frost ! 
Descend, ye chilly, smothering snows ! 
Not all your rage, as now united, shows 

More hard unkindness, unrelenting, 

Vengeful malice, unrepenting, 
Than heav'n-illumin'd man on brother man bestows ! 
See stern oppression's iron grip, 

Or mad ambition's gory hand, 
Sending, like blood-hounds from the slip, 

Woe, want, and murder o'er a land ! 
Ev'n in the peaceful rural vale, 
Truth, weeping, tells the mournful tale, 
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How pamper'd luxury, flatt'ry by her side, 
The parasite empoisoning her ear, 
With all the servile wretches in the rear, 
Looks o'er proud property, extended wide ; 
And eyes the simple rustic hind, 

Whose toil upholds the glitt'ring show, 
A creature of another kind, 
Some coarser substance, unrefin'd, 
Plac'd for her lordly use thus far, thus vile, below. 
• Where, where is love's fond, tender throe, 
With lordly honour's lofty brow, 

The pow'rs you proudly own ? 
Is there, beneath love's noble name, 
Can harbour, dark, the selfish aim, 

To bless himself alone ! 
Mark maiden-innocence a prey 

To love-pretending snares, 
This boasted honour turns away, 
Shunning soft pity's rising sway, 
Regardless of the tears, and unavailing pray'rsl 
Perhaps this hour, in mis'ry's squalid nest, 
She strains your infant to her joyless breast, 
And with a mother's fears shrinks at the rocking blast ! 

Oh ye ! who, sunk in beds of down, 
Feel not a want but what yourselves create, 
Think, for a moment, on his wretched fate, 

Whom friends and fortune, quite disown ! 
Ill-satisfied keen nature's clam'rous call, 

Stretch'd on his straw he lays himself to sleep, 
While thro' the ragged roof and chinky wall, 

Chill o'er his slumbers piles the drifty heap ! 

Think on the dungeon's grim confine, 

Where guilt and poor misfortun^pine ! 

Guilt, erring man, relenting view ! 

But shall thy legal rage pursue 



% 
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The wretch, already crushed low 
By cruel fortune's undeserved blow? 
Affliction's sons are brothers in distress, 
A brother to relieve, how exquisite the bliss V 

I heard nae mair, for Chanticleer 

Shook off the pouthery suaw, 
And hail'd the morning with a cheer, 

A cottage-rousing craw. 

But deep this truth impressed my mind — 

Thro' all his works abroad, 
The heart, benevolent and kind, 

The most resembles God. 
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EPISTLE TO DAVIE, 



A BROTHER POET. 



[ David Sillar, one of the club at Tarbolton, and author of a volume 
of poems in the Scottish dialect.] 



January, . 

I. 

While winds frae aff Ben-Lomond blaw, 
And bar the doors wi* driving snaw, 

And hing us owre the ingle, 
I set me down to pass the time, 
And spin a verse or twa o* rhyme, 

In hamely, westlin jingle. 
While frosty winds blaw in the drift, 

Ben to the chimla lug, 
I grudge a wee the great folks' gift, 
That live sae bien an' snug : 
I tent less, and want less 
Their roomy fire-side ; 
But hanker and canker, 
To see their cursed pride. 
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II. 



It's hardly in a body's pow'r, 

To keep, at times, frae being sour, 

To see how things are shar'd ; 
How best o' chiels are whiles in want, 
While coofs on countless thousands rant, 

And kenna how to wair't : 
But, Davie, lad, ne'er fash your head, 

Tho' we hae little gear, 
We're fit to win our daily bread, 
As tang's we're hale and fier : 
' Mair spierna, nor fearna 1 / 
Auld age ne'er mind a feg, 
The last o't, the warst o't, 
Is only for to beg. 

in. 

To lie in kilns and barns at e'en, 

When banes are craz'd, and bluid is thin, 

Is, doubtless, great distress ! 
Yet then content could mak us blest ; 
Ev'n then, sometimes, we'd snatch a taste 

Of truest happiness. 
The honest heart that's free frae a' 

Intended fraud or guile, 
However fortune kick the ba*, 
Has aye some cause to smile : 
And mind still, you'll find still, 

A comfort this no sma' ; 
Nae mair then, we'll care then, . 
Nae farther can we fa'. 

1 Ramsay. 
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IV. 

What tho', like commoners of air, . h ■ i . : * 
We wander out, we know not wherty ' - ■■'■ 'i 

But either house or hall? ; // 

Yet nature's charms, the hills and woodsy t • 
The sweeping vales, and foaming Hoods* ii n 

Are free alike to all. . , / 

In days when daisies deck the ground, -<. ; ' 

And blackbirds whistle clear, - I . . . i 

With honest joy our hearts will bound, . . > 

To see the coming year : ■«'» 

On braes when we please, then,i • 

Well sit an' sowth a tune ; 
Syne rhyme till't, we'll time till't, ■ 
And sing't when we hae done. 



v. 

It's no in titles nor in rank ; 

It's no in wealth like Lon'on bank, 

To purchase peace and rest ; 
It's no in making muckle mair : 
It's no in books ; it's no in lear, 

To make us truly blest : 
If happiness hae not her seat 

And centre in the breast, 
We may be wise, or rich, or great, 
But never can be blest : 

Nae treasures, nor pleasures, 
Could mak us happy lang ; 
The heart aye's the part aye, 
That maks us right or wrang. 



CHIEFLY SCOTTISH. 117 



VI. 



Think ye, that sic as you and I, 

Wha drudge' and drive thro* wet and dry, 

WV never-ceasing toil ; 
Think ye, are we less blest than they, 
Wha scarcely tent us in their way, 

As hardly worth their while? 
Alas! how aft in haughty mood, 
God's creatures they oppress ! 
Or elsej neglecting a' that's guid, 
They riot in excess ! 
Baith careless, and fearless 
Of either heav'n or hell ! 
Esteeming, and deeming 
It's a 7 an idle tale ! 

VII. 

Then let us cheerfu' acquiesce ; 
Nor mak our scanty pleasures less, 

By pining at our state ; 
And, even should misfortunes come, 
I, here wha sit, hae met wi' some, 

An's thankfu* for them yet. 
They gie the wit of age to youth ; 

They let us ken oursel ; 
They mak us see the naked truth, 
The real guid and ill. 
Tho' losses, and crosses, 

Be lessons right severe, 
There's wit there, yell get there, 
Yell find nae other where. 



118 BURNS 9 POEMS, 



VIII. 

But tent me, Davie, ace o' hearts ! 

(To say ought less wad wrang the cartes, 

And flatt'ry I detest) 
This life has joys for you and I ; 
And joys that riches ne'er could buy; 

And joys the very best. 
There's a* the pleasures o' the Heart, 

The lover an' the frien*; 
Ye hae your Meg, your dearest part, 
And I my darling Jean / 
It warms me, it charms me, 
To mention but her name : 
It heats me, it beets me, 
And sets me a' on flame! 



IX. 

O all ye pow'rs who rule above ; 
O Thou, whose very self art love! 
Thou know'st my words sincere ! 
The life-blood streaming thro' my heart, 
Or my more dear immortal part, 

Is not more fondly dear ! 
When heart-corroding care and grief 

Deprive my soul of rest, 
Her dear idea brings relief 
And solace to my breast. 
Thou Being, All-seeing, 

O hear my fervent pray'r ; 
Still take her, and make her 
Thy most peculiar care ! 
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X. 

All hail, ye tender feelings dear ; 
The smile of love, the friendly tear, 

The sympathetic glow; 
Long since, this world's thorny ways 
Had number'd out my weary days, 

Had it not been for you ! 
Fate still has blest me with a friend, 

In every care and ill ; 
And oft a more endearing band, 
A tie more tender still. 
It lightens, it brightens 
The tenebrific scene, 
To meet with, and greet with 
My Davie or my Jean. 

XI. 

O, how that name inspires my style ! 
The words come skelpin rank and file, 

Amaist before I ken ! 
The ready measure rins as fine, 
As Phoebus and the famous Nine 

Were glowrin owre.my pen. 
My spaviet Pegasus will limp, 

Till ance he's fairly het; 
And then hell hilch, and stilt, and jimp, 
An' rin an unco fit : 
But lest then, the beast then, 
Should rue this hasty ride, 
I'll light now, and dight now 
His sweaty, wizen'd hide. 
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THE LAMENT. 

OCCASIONED BY THE UNFORTUNATE ISSUE OF A 

FRIEND'S AMOUR. 



Alas! how oft does Goodness wound itself. 
And sweet Affection prove the spring of woe I 

Borne. 



thou pale orb, that silent shines, 
While care-untroubled mortals sleep ! 

Thou seest a wretch that inly pines, 
'• And wanders here to wail and weep! 
With woe I nightly vigils keep, 

Beneath thy wan unwarming beam ; 
And mourn, in lamentation deep, 

How life and love are all a dream. 

1 joyless view thy rays adorn 

The faintly-marked distant hill : 
I joyless view thy trembling horn, 

Reflected in the gurgling rill : 
My fondly fluttering heart, be still! 

Thou busy pow'r, Remembrance, cease! 
Ah ! must the agonizing thrill 

For ever bar returning peace! 
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No idly feign'd poetic pains, 

My sad, love-lorn lamentings claim; 
No shepherd's pipe — Arcadian strains ; 

No fabled tortures, quaint and tame : 
The plighted faith ; the mutual flame ; 

The oft attested pow'rs above ; 
The promts' d Father's tender name : 

These were the pledges of my love ! 

Encircled in her clasping arms, 

How have the raptur'd moments flown ! 
How have I wish'd for fortune's charms, 

For her dear sake, and hers alone ! 
And must I think it ! is she gone, 

My secret heart's exulting boast? 
And does she heedless hear my groan? 

And is she ever, ever lost? 

Oh ! can she bear so base a heart, 

Bo lost to honour, lost to truth, 
As from the fondest lover part, 

The plighted husband of her youth ? 
Alas ! life's path may be unsmooth ! 

Her way may lie thro' rough distress ! 
Then, who her pangs and pains will soothe, 

Her sorrows share, and make them less ? 

Ye winged hours that o'er us past, 

Enraptur'd more, the more enjoy'd, 
Your dear remembrance in my breast, 

My fondly-treasur'd thoughts employ 'd. 
That breast, how dreary now, and void, 

For her too scanty once of room ! 
Ev'n ev'ry ray of hope destroyed, 

And not a wish to gild the gloom ! 

G 
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The morn that warns th' approaching day, 

Awakes me np to toil and woe : 
I see the hours in long array, 

That I must suffer, lingering, slow. 
Full many a pang, and many a throe, 

Keen recollection's direful train, 
4 1 ' Must ring my soul, ere Phoebus, low, 

Shall kiss the distant western main. 

And when my nightly couch I try, 

Sore-harass'd out with care and grief, 
My toil-beat nerves, and tear-worn eye, 

Keep watchings with the nightly thief: 
Or if I slumber, fancy, chief, 

Reigns haggard-wild, in sore affright : 
Ev'n day, all-bitter, brings relief, 

From such a horror-breathing night. 

O ! thou bright queen, who o*er th' expanse 

Now highest reign'st, with boundless sway ! 
Oft has thy silent-marking glance 

Observ'd us, fondly-wand'ring, stray ! 
The time, unheeded, sped away, 

While love's luxurious pulse beat high, 
Beneath thy silver-gleaming ray, 

To mark the mutual-kindling eye. 

Oh ! scenes in strong remembrance set ! 

Scenes, never, never to return ! 
Scenes, if in stupor I forget, 

Again I feel, again I burn ! 
From ev'ry joy and pleasure torn, 

Life's weary vale I'll wander thro* ; 
And hopeless, comfortless, 111 mourn 

A faithless woman's broken vow. 

END OF THE FIRST PART. 
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PART II. 



DESPONDENCY. 

AN ODE. 
I. 

Oppress'd with grief, oppress'd with care, 
A burden more than I can bear, 

I sit me down and sigh : 
O life ! thou art a galling load, 
Along a rough, a weary road, 

To wretches such as I ! 
Dim backward as I cast my view, 
What sick'ning scenes appear ! 
What sorrows yet may pierce me thro 7 , 
Too justly I may fear ! 
Still caring, despairing, 

Must be my bitter doom ; 
My woes here shall close ne'er, 
But with the closing tomb ! 
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II. 

Happy, ye sons of busy life. 
Who, equal to the bustling strife, 

No other view regard ! 
Ev'n when the wished end's deny'd, 
Yet while the busy means are plyM, 

They bring their own reward: 
Whilst I, a hope-abandon'd wight, 

Unfitted with an aim, 
Meet ev'ry sad returning night, 
And joyless morn the same ; 
You, bustling and justling, 

Forget each grief and pain ; 
I, listless, yet restless, 
Find every prospect vain. 

in. 

How blest the Solitary's lot, 
Who, all-forgetting, all-forgot, 

Within his humble cell, 
The cavern wild with tangling roots, 
Sits o'er his newly-gather'd fruits, 

Beside his crystal well ! 
Or, haply, to his evening thought, 

By unfrequented stream, 
The ways of men are distant brought, 
A faint-collected dream : 
While praising, and raising 

His thoughts to heav'n on high, 
As wand'ring, meandering, 
He views the solemn sky. 
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IV. 

Than I, no lonely hermit plac'd 
Where never human footstep trac'd, 

Less fit to play the part ; 
The lucky moment to improve, 
And just to stop, and just to move, 

With self-respecting art : 
But ah ! those pleasures, loves, and joys, 

Which I too keenly taste, 
The Solitary can despise, 
Can want, and yet be blest ! 
He needs not, he heeds not, 

Or human love or hate, 
Whilst I here must cry here, 
At perfidy ingrate ! 



v. 

Oh ! enviable, early days, 

When dancing thoughtless pleasure's maze, 

To care, to guilt unknown ! 
How ill exchanged for riper times, 
To feel the follies, or the crimes, 

Of others, or my own ! 
Ye tiny elves that guiltless sport, 

Like linnets in the bush, 
Ye little know the ills ye court, 
When manhood is your wish ! 
The losses, the crosses, 

That active man engage ! 
The fears all, the tears all, 
Of dim-declining age I 
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WINTER. 

A DIRGE. 
I. 

The wintry west extends his blast, 

And hail and rain does blaw ; 
Or, the stormy north sends driving forth 

The blinding sleet and snaw : 
While, tumbling brown, the burn comes down, 

And roars frae bank to brae ; 
And bird and beast in covert rest, 

And pass the heartless day. iU 

in / 

" The sweeping blast, the sky o'ercast 1 ," * ** 

The joyless winter-day > ' '' 

Let others fear, to me more dear I 

Than all the pride of May : ' I 

The tempest's howl, it soothes my soul, »«i'l 

My griefs it seems to join; ft 

The leafless trees my fancy please, i / 

Their fate resembles mine ! 

in. / 

Thou Pow'r Supreme, whose mighty scheme y 

These woes of mine fulfil, ., . • r 

Here, firm, I rest, they must be best, \ 

Because they are Thy Will ! , I 

Then all I want (Oh ! do thou grant . -, 

This one request of mine !) 
Since to enjoy thou dost deny, 

Assist me to resign. 

1 Dr. Young. 
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THE COTTER'S SATURDAY NIGHT. 

INSCRIBED TO R. AIKEN, ESQ. 



Let not ambition mock their useful toil. 
Their homely joys, and destiny obscure ; 

Nor grandeur hear, with a disdainful smile, 
The short but sinrple annals of the poor. 

Gray, 



I. 

My lov'd, my honour'd, much respected friend ! 

No mercenary bard his homage pays ; 
With honest pride I scorn each selfish end ; 

My dearest meed, a friend's esteem and praise : 
To you I sing, in simple Scottish lays, 

The lowly train in life's sequestered scene ; 
The native feelings strong, the guileless ways ; 

What Aiken in a cottage would have been ; 
Ah ! tho' his worth unknown, far happier there, I ween. 

ii. 

November chill blaws loud wi' angry sugh ; 

The shortening winter-day is near a close ; 
The miry beasts retreating frae the pleugh ; 

The blackening trains o' craws to their repose ; 
The toil-worn Cotter frae his labour goes, 

This night his weekly moil is at an end, 
Collects his spades, his mattocks, and his hoes, 

Hoping the morn in ease and rest to spend, . 
And weary, o'er the moor, his course does hameward 
bend. 

g 3 
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III. 

At length bis lonely cot appears in view, 

Beneath the shelter of an aged tree ; 
Th* expectant wee-things, toddlin, stacher thro' 

To meet their Dad, wi' flichterin noise an' glee. 
His wee bit ingle, blinkin bonnily, 

His clean hearth-stane, his thriftie wifie*s smile, 
The lisping infant prattling oit his knee, 

Does a' his weary carking cares beguile, 
An' maks him quite forget his labour an' his toil. 

IV. 

Belyve, the elder bairns come drapping in, 

At service out, amang the farmers roun'; 
Some ca' the pleugh, some herd, some tentie rin 

A cannie errand to a neebor town : 
Their eldest hope, their Jenny, woman grown, 

In youthfu' bloom, love sparkling in her ee, 
Comes hame, perhaps, to shew a braw new gown, 

Or deposit her sair-won penny-fee, 
To help her parents dear, if they in hardship be. 

v. 

Wi* joy unfeign'd brothers and sisters meet, 

An* each for other's weelfare kindly spiers : 
The social hours, swift-wing'd, unnotic'd fleet ; 

Each tells the uncos that he sees or hears ; 
The parents, partial, eye their hopeful years ; 

Anticipation forward points the view. 
The mother, wi' hef needle an* her sheers, 

Gars auld claes look amaist as weel's the new ; 
The father mixes a' wi' admonition due. 
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VI. 

Their master's an' their mistress's command, 

The younkers a' are warned to obey ; 
' An' mind their labours wi' an eydent hand, 

An' ne'er, tho' out o' sight, to jauk or play : 
An' oh ! be sure to fear the Lord alway ! 

An' mind your duty, duly, morn an' night, 
Lest in temptation's path ye gang astray, 

Implore his counsel and assisting might : 
They never sought in vain that sought the Lord aright !' 

VII. 

But hark ! a rap comes gently to the door ; 

Jenny, wha kens the meaning o' the same, 
Tells how a neebor lad cam o'er the moor, 

To do some errands, aud convoy her hame. 
The wily mother sees the conscious flame 

Sparkle in Jenny* s ee, and flush her cheek ; 
Wi' heart-struck anxious care, inquires his name, 

While Jenny hafflins is afraid to speak ; 
Weel pleas'd the mother hears, it's nae wild, worthless 
rake. 

VIII. 

Wi' kindly welcome Jenny brings him ben ; 

A strappan youth ; he taks the mother's eye ; 
Blythe Jenny sees the visit's no ill ta'en ; 

The father cracks of horses, pleughs, and kye. 
The youngster's artless heart o'erflows wi' joy, 

But blate and laithfu', scarce can weel behave; 
The mother, wi' a woman's wiles, can spy 

What maks the youth sae bashfu' an' sae grave ; 
Weel pleas'd to think her bairns respected like the lave. 
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IX. 

O Happy lore 1 where love like this is found ! i 

U heart-felt raptures! bliss beyond compare! i 
I've priced much this weary mortal round',: • 

And sage experience bids me this declare — i 
' If Heaven a draught of heavenly pleasure spare, . , i 

One cordial in this melancholy vale, 
Tin when a youthful, loving, modest pair, | 

In other** arms breathe out the tender tale, 
Uajwath the milk-white thorn that scents the ev'nwg 
gale.' 

x. 

la there, lu human form, that bears a heart — • ;') 

A wretch) a villain! lost to love and truth I ! 
That can, with studied, sly, ensnaring art, < ' •■ M 

Betray sweet Jenny % unsuspecting youth? < > 

Curae on bin perjur'd arts! dissembling smooth! ■•< ■ 

Are honour, virtue, conscience, all exil'd? { 

In there no pity, no relenting ruth, . . < ■,. » 

Points to the parents fondling o'er their child? : i 
Then paints the ruin'd maid, and their distraction wildV 

• 

XI. 

But now the supper crowns their simple board, • i i 

The haleaome parritch, chief o' Scotia'* food : 
The aoupe their only Hawkie does afford* 

That 'yont the hallan snugly chows her cood : ■'< 
The dame brings forth in complimental mood* ' ' 

To grace the lad, her weel-hain'd kebbuck, fell, ; 
An' aft he's prest, an' aft he ca's it guid ; ' 

The frugal wifie, garrulous, will tell 
How 'twas a towmond auld, sin' lint was i' the belL 
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XII. 



The cheerfft* supper done, wi* serious face, 

They, round the ingle, form a circle wide ; 
The sire turns o'er, wi' patriarchal grace, 

The hig htf -Bible, ance his father s pride : 
His bonnet reverently is laid aside, 

His lyart haffets wearing thin an* bare ; 
Those strains that once did sweet in Zion glide, 

He wales a portion with judicious care ; 
And ' Let us worship God !' he says, with solemn air". 

XIII. 

They chant their artless notes in simple guise ; 

They tune their hearts, by far the noblest aim : 
Perhaps Dundee's wild warbling measures rise, 

Or plaintive Martyrs, worthy of the name : 
Or noble Elgin beets the heavenward flame, 

The sweetest far of Scotia's holy lays : 
Compar'd with these, Italian trills are tame ; 

The tickl'd ears.no heart-felt raptures raise ; 
Nae unison hae they with our Creator's praise. 

4 

XIV. 

The priest-like father reads the sacred page, 

How Abram was ihe friend of God on high ; 
Or Moses bade eternal warfare wage 

With AmaJek'a ungracious progeny ; 
Or how the royal bard did groaning lie 

Beneath the stroke of Heaven's avenging ire ; 
Or Job's pathetic plaint, and wailing cry ; 

Or rapt Isaiah's wild, seraphic fire ; 
Or other holy -seers that tune the sacred lyre. 
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XV. 

Perhaps the Christian volume is the theme, 

How guiltless blood for guilty man was shed ; 
How He, who bore in Heaven the second name, 

Had not on earth whereon to lay his head : 
How his first followers and servants sped ; 

The precepts sage they wrote to many a land ; 
How He, who lone in Patmos banished, 

Saw in the sun a mighty angel stand ; 
And heard great BaV Ion's doom pronounced by 
HeavVs command. 

XVI. 

Then kneeling down, to Heaven's Eternal King, 

The saint y the father, and the husband prays : 
Hope ' springs exulting on triumphant wing V 

That thus they all shall meet in future days : 
There ever bask in uncreated rays, 

No more to sigh, or shed the bitter tear> 
Together hymning their Creator's praise, 

In such society, yet still more dear; 
While circling time moves round in an eternal sphere* 

xvn. 

Compared with this, how poor Religion's pride 

In all the pomp of method and of art, 
When men display to congregations wide 

Devotion's every grace, except the heart! 
The Pow'r, incens'd, the pageant will desert, 

The pompous strain, the sacerdotal stole ; 
But haply, in some cottage far apart, 

May hear, well pleas'd, the language of the soul ; 
And in his book of life the inmates poor enrol. 
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XVIII. 

Then homeward all take off their seVral way ; 

The youngling cottagers retire to rest : 
The parent-pair their secret homage pay, 

And proffer up to Heaven the warm request — 
That He who stills the raven's clam'rous nest, 

And decks the lily fair in flbwVy pride, 
Would, in the way his wisdom sees the best, 

For them and for their little ones provide ; 
But chiefly, in their hearts with grace divine preside. 

XIX. 

From scenes like these old Scotia's grandeur springs, 

That makes her lov'd at home, rever'd abroad : 
Princes and lords are but the breath of kings, 

* An honest man's the noblest work of God :' 
And certeSy in fair virtue's heavenly road, 

The cottage leaves the palace far behind ; 
What is a lordling's pomp ? a cumbrous load, 

Disguising oft the wretch of human kind, 
Studied in arts of hell, in wickedness refin'd ! 

xx. 

O Scotia I my dear, my native soil ! 

For whom my warmest wish to Heaven is sent ! 
Long may thy hardy sons of rustic toil, 

Be blest with health, and peace, and sweet content! 
And, Oh ! may Heaven their simple lives prevent 

From luxury's contagion, weak and vile ! 
Then, howe'er crowns and coronets be rent, 

A virtuous populace may rise the while, 
And stand a wall of fire around their much-lov'd Isle. 
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XXI. 

Thou ! who pour'd the patriotic tide 

That streamed thro* Wallace's undaunted heart! 
Who dar'd sq nobly stem tyrannic pride, 

Or nobly die, the second glorious part, 
(The patriot's God peculiarly thou art, 

His friend, inspirer, guardian, and reward !) 
O never, never, Scotia' % realm desert : 

But still the patriot, and the patriot-bard, 
In bright succession raise, her ornament and guard! 
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MAN WAS MADE TO MOURN. 

A DIRGE, 

When chill November's surly blast 

Made fields and forests bare, 
One ev'ning, as I wander'd forth 

Along the banks of Ayr, 
I spyM a man, whose aged step 

SeemM weary, worn with care ; 
His face was furrowed o'er with years, 

And hoary was his hair. 

Young stranger, whither wand'rest thou! 

Began the rev'rend sage ; 
Does thirst of wealth thy step constrain, . 

Or youthful pleasures rage? 
Or haply, prest with cares and woes, 

Too soon thou hast began 
To wander forth, with me, to mourn 

The miseries of man ! 

The sun that overhangs yon moors, 

Out-spreading far and wide, 
Where hundreds labour to support 

A haughty lordling's pride ; 
I've seen yon weary winter-sun 

Twice forty times return ; 
And ev'ry time has added proofs, 

That man was made to mourn* 
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O man ! while in thy early yean, 

How prodigal of time ! 
Mispending all thy precious hours. 

Thy glorious youthful prime ! 
Alternate follies take the sway ; 

Licentious passions horn ; 
Which tenfold force give nature's law, 

That man was made to mourn. 

Look not alone on youthful prime, 

Or manhood's active might ; 
Man then is useful to his kind, 

Supported is his right : 
But see him on the edge of life, 

With cares and sorrows worn, 
Then age and want, Oh ! ill-match'd pair ! 

Show man was made to mourn. 

A few seem favourites of fate, 

In pleasure's lap carest ; 
Yet, think not all the rich and great 

Are likewise truly blest. 
But, Oh ! what crowds in ev'ry land 

Are wretched and forlorn ; 
Thro' weary life this lesson learn, 

That man was made to mourn. 

Many and sharp the numerous ills 

Inwoven with our frame ! 
More pointed still we make ourselves, 

Regret, remorse, and shame ! 
And man, whose heav'n-erected face 

The smiles of love adorn, 
Man's inhumanity to man 

Makes countless thousands mourn ! 
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See yonder poor, o'erlabour'd wight, 

So abject, mean, and vile, 
Who begs a brother of the earth 

To give him leave to toil ; 
And see his lordly fellow-worm 

The poor petition spurn, 
Unmindful, tho' a weeping wife 

And helpless offspring mourn. 

If I'm designed yon lordliness slave — 

By nature's law design'd, 
Why was an independent wish 

E'er planted in my mind? 
If not, why am I subject to 

His cruelty or scorn ? 
Or why has man the will and pow'r, 

To make his fellow mourn ? 

Yet, let not this too much, my son, 

Disturb thy youthful breast : 
This partial view of human-kind 

Is surely not the last ! 
The poor, oppressed, honest man, 

Had never, sure, been born, 
Had there not been some recompense 

To comfort those that mourn ! 

O death ! the poor man's dearest friend, 

The kindest and the best ! 
Welcome the hour my aged limbs 

Are laid with thee at rest ! 
The great, the wealthy, fear thy blow, 

From pomp and pleasure torn ; 
But, Oh ! a blest relief to those 

That weary-laden mourn ! 
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A PRAYER, 

// 

IN THE PROSPECT OF DEATH. i 

O Thou unknown, Almighty Cause 

Of all my hope and fear ! I 

In whose dread presence, ere an hour, » 

Perhaps I must appear ! 

j 
If I have wander'd in those paths 

Of life I ought to shun ; 
As something, loudly, in my breast, ! 

Remonstrates I have done ; i 

A 
Thou know fit that thou, hast formed me 

With passions wild and strong ; / 

And listening to their witching voice 

Has often led me wrong, - I 

« is 

Where human weakness has come short, // 

Or frailty stept aside, 
Do thou, All-Good! for such thou art, ? * • 

In shades of darkness hide. - I 

Where with intention I have err'd, 

No other plea I have, 
But, Thou art good; and goodness; still 

Delighteth to forgive. t 
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STANZAS ON THE SAME OCCASION. 

Why am I loath to leave this earthly scene ? 

Have I so found it full of pleasing charms? 
Some drops of joy with draughts of ill between: 

Some gleams of sunshine 'mid renewing storms : 
Is it departing pangs my soul alarms ? 

Or death's unlovely, dreary, dark abode? 
For guilt, for guilt, my terrors are in arms ; 

I tremble to approach an angry God, 
And justly smart beneath his sin-avenging rod. 

Fain would I say, ' Forgive my foul offence !' 

Fain promise never more to disobey ; 
But, should my Author health again dispense, 

Again I might desert fair virtue's way ; 
Again in folly s path might go astray ; 

Again exalt the brute and sink the man ; 
Then how should I for heavenly mercy pray, 

Who act so counter heavenly mercy's plan? 
Who sin so oft have mourn'd, yet to temptation ran? 

O Thou, great Governor of all below ! 

If I may dare a lifted eye to Thee, 
Thy nod can make the tempest' cease to blow 

Or still the tumult of the raging sea : 
With that controlling power assist ev'n me, 

Those headlong furious passions to confine; 
For all unfit I feel my powers to be, 

To rule their torrent in th' allowed line ; 
O, aid me with thy help, Omnipotence divine/ 
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LYING AT A REVEREND FRIEND'S HOUSE ONE NIGHT, THE 
AUTHOR LEFT THE FOLLOWING 

VERSES, 

IN THE ROOM WHERE HE SLEPT. 

O Thou dread Power who reign'st above, 

I know thou wilt me hear ; 
When for this scene of peace and lore 

I make my prayer sincere. 

The hoary sire — the mortal stroke, 
Long, long, be pleas'd to spare ! 

To bless his little filial flock, 
And show what good men are. 

She, who her lovely offspring eyes 

With tender hopes and fears, 
O, bless her with a mother's joys, 

But spare a mother's tears ! 

Their hope, their stay, their darling youth, 

In manhood's dawning blush ; 
Bless him, thou God of love and truth, 

Up to a parent's wish ! 

The beauteous, seraph sister-band, 

With earnest tears I pray, 
Thou know'st the snares on ev'ry hand, 

Guide thou their steps alway ! 

When soon or late they reach that coast, 

O'er life's rough ocean driven, 
May they rejoice, no wand'rer lost, 

A family in Heaven ! 
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THE FIRST PSALM. 

The man, in life wherever plac'd, 

Hath happiness in store, 
Who walks not in the wicked's way, 

Nor learns their guilty lore ! 

Nor from the seat of scornful pride 
Casts forth his eyes abroad, 

But with humility and awe 
Still walks before his God. 

That man shall flourish like the trees 
Which by the streamlets grow; 

The fruitful top is spread on high, 
And firm the root below. 

But he whose blossom buds in guilt 
Shall to the ground be cast, 

And, like the rootless stubble, tost 
Before the sweeping blast. 

For why? that God the good adore 
Hath giv'n them peace and rest, 

But hath decreed that wicked men 
Shall ne'er be truly blest 
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A PRATER, 
C5DEE THE PEESSrftE Of VI O LEST AXCUIfH. 

O Teor Great Beimel what thou art 

Surpasses ne to know: 
Tet sure I am, that known to thee 

Ate all thy works below. 

Thy creature here adore thee stands, 

ATI wretched aad distreat; 
Tet sore those ills tint wring my soul 

Obey thy high behest. 

Sure thou, Almighty, canst not act 

From cruelty or wrath ! 
O, free my weary eyes from tears, 

Or close them fast in death ! 

But if I must afflicted be. 

To suit some wise design ; 
Then man my soul with firm resolres 

To bear and not repine ! 
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THE FIRST SIX VERSES OF 

f HE NINETIETH PSALM. 

O Thou, the first, the greatest Friend 

Of all the human race ! 
Whose strong right hand has ever been 

Their stay and dwelling place ! 

Before the mountains heav'd their heads 

Beneath thy forming hand, 
Before this pond'rous globe itself 

Arose at thy command ; 

That pow r which rais'd and still upholds 

This universal frame, 
From countless, unbeginning time, . 

Was ever still the same. 

Those mighty periods of years, 

Which seem to us so vast, 
Appear no more before thy sight 

Than yesterday that's past. 

Thou giv'st the word : Thy creature, man, 

Is to existence brought: 
Again thou say*st, ' Ye sons of men, 

Return ye into nought V 

Thou layest them, with all their cares, 

In everlasting sleep ; 
As with a flood thou tak'st them off 

With overwhelming sweep. 

They flourish like the morning flow'r, 

In beauty's pride arrayM ; . 
But long ere night cut down it lies 

All withered and decay 'd. 

H 
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TO A MOUNTAIN DAIST, 

ON TURNING ONE DOWN WITH THE PLOUGH, IN 

APRIL, 1786. 

Wee, modest, crimson-tipped flower, 
Thou's met me in an evil hour; 
For I maun crush amang the stoure 

Thy slender stem ; 
To spare thee now is past my pow*r, 

Thou bonnie gem. 

Alas ! it's no thy neebor sweet, 
The bonnie Lark, companion meet ! 
Bending thee 'mang the dewy weet! 

Wi* spreckled breast, 
When upward-springing, blythe, to greet 

The purpling east. 

Cauld blew the bitter-biting north 
Upon thy early, humble birth; 
Yet cheerfully thou glinted forth 

Amid the storm, 
Scarce rear'd above the parent earth 

Thy tender form. 

The flaunting flow'rs our gardens yield, 
High sheltering woods and wa's maun shield; 
But thou beneath the random bield 

O' clod or stane, 
Adorns the histie 8tibble-feel<L> 

Unseen, alane. 



.- v.* 



if./.- 
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There, in thy scanty mantle clad, 
Thy snawie bosom sun-ward spread, 
Thou lift thy unassuming head 

In humble guise ; 
Bat now the share uptears thy bed, 

And low thou lies ! 

Such is the fate of artless Maid, 
Sweet flow'ret of the rural shade ! 
By love's simplicity betray'd, 

And guileless trust, 
Till she, like thee, all soil'd, is laid 

Low i' the dust. 

Such is the fate of simple Bard, 

On life's rough ocean luckless starr'd ! 

Unskilful he to note the card 

Of prudent lore, 
Till billows rage, and gales blow hard, 

And whelm him o'er ! 

Such fate to suffering worth is giv*n, 
Who long with wants and woes has striv'n, 
By human pride or cunning driven 

To mis'ry's brink, 
Till wrefloh'd of ev'ry stay but Heavn, 

He, ruin'd, sink! 

Ev'n thou who mourn'st the Daisy's fate, 
That fat* is thine — no distant date ; 
Stern Ruin's ploughshare drives, elate, 

Full on thy bloom, 
Till crush'd beneath the furrow's weight, 

Shall be thy doom ! 
h2 
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TO RUIN. 

All hail ! inexorable lord ! 

At whose destruction-breathing word 

The mightiest empires fall ! 
Thy cruel, woe-delighted train, 
The ministers of grief and pain, 

A sullen welcome, all ! 
With stern-resolved, despairing eye, 

I see each aimed dart ; 
For one has cut my dearest tie, 
And quivers in my heart. 
Then low'ring, and pouring, 

The storm no more I dread ; 
Tho' thickening and blackening 
Round my devoted head. 

And thou, grim pow'r, by life abhorr'd, 
While life a pleasure can afford, 

Oh ! hear a wretch's pray'r ! 
No more I shrink appall'd, afraid; 
I court, I beg thy friendly aid, 

To close this scene of care ! 
When shall my soul, in silent peace, 

Resign life's joyless day; 
My weary heart its throbbings cease, 
Cold mould'ring in the clay? 
No fear more, no tear more, 
To stain my lifeless face ; 
Enclasped, and grasped 
Within thy cold embrace ! 
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TO MISS LOGAN, 

WITH BEATTIE'S POEMS, AS A NEW YEAR'S GIFT, 

JANUARY 1, 1787, 

Again the silent wheels of time 
Their annual round have driven, 

And you, tho' scarce in maiden prime, 
Are so much nearer Heav'n. 

No gifts have I from Indian coasts 

The infant year to hail ; 
I send you more than India boasts, 

In Edwin's simple tale. 

Our sex with guile and faithless love 

Is chargM, perhaps, too true ; 
But may, dear maid, each lover prove 

An Edwin still to you ! 
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EPISTLE TO A YOUNG FRIEND. * 

may 1786. 

I lang hae thought, my youthfu' friend, 

A something to have sent you, 
Tho' it should serve nae ither end 

Than just a kind memento ; 
But how the subject-theme may gang, 

Let time and chance determine ; 
Perhaps it may turn out a sang, 

Perhaps turn out a sermon. 

Yell try the world soon, my lad, 

And, Andrew dear, believe me, 
Yell find mankind an unco squad, 

And muckle they may grieve ye: 
For care and trouble set your thought, 

Ev'n when your end's attained 'j 
And a' your views may come to nought 

Where ev'ry nerve is strained. 

Ill no say, men are villains a'; 

The real hardened wicked, 
Wha hae nae check but human law, 

Are to a few restricked : 
But och ! mankind are unco weak, 

And little to be trusted ; 
If self the wavering balance shake, 

It's rarely right adjusted ! 
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Yet they wha fa\in fortune's strife, 

Their fate we shouldna censure, 
For still th' important end of life 

They equally may answer ; 
A man may hae an honest heart, 

Tho' poortith hourly stare him ; 
A man may tak a neebor's part, 

Yet hae nae cash to spare him. 

Aye free, aflf han' your story tell, 

When wi' a bosom crony ; 
But still keep something to yoursel 

Ye scarcely tell to ony. 
Conceal yoursel as weel's ye can 

Frae critical dissection ; 
But keek thro* evYy other man, 

Wi' sharpened, slee inspection. 

The sacred lowe o' weel-plac'd love, 

Luxuriantly indulge it; 
But never tempt th' illicit rove. 

Tho' naetbing should divulge it ; 
I wave the quantum o' the sin, 

The hazard o' concealing ; 
But och ! it hardens a' within, 

And petrifies the feeling ! 

To catch dame Fortune's golden smile, 

Assiduous wait upon her ; 
And gather gear by ev'ry wile 

That's justified by honour; 
Not for to hide it in a hedge, 

Nor for a train attendant ; 
But for the glorious privilege 

Of being independent. 
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The fear o' hell's a hangman's whip 

To hand the wretch in order ; 
But where ye feel your honour grip, 

Let that aye be your border ; 
Its slightest touches, instant pause — 

Debar a' side pretences ; 
And resolutely keep its laws, 

Uncaring consequences. 

The great Creator to revere, 

Must sure become the creature ; 
But still the preaching cant forbear, 

And ev'n the rigid feature : 
Yet ne'er with wits profane to range 

Be complaisance extended ; 
An Atheist's laugh's a poor exchange 

For Deity offended ! 

When ranting round in pleasure's ring, 

Religion may be blinded ; 
Or if she gie a random sting, 

It may be little minded ; 
But when on life we'Te tempest-driven, 

A conscience but a canker — 
A correspondence fix'd wi' Heaven 

Is sure a noble anchor ! 

Adieu, dear amiable youth ! 

Your heart can ne'er be wanting : 
May prudence, fortitude, and truth 

Erect your brow undaunting ! 
In ploughman phrase, * God send you speed/ 

Still daily to grow wiser ; 
And may you better reck the rede, 

Than ever did th' adviser ! 
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ON A SCOTCH BARD, 

GONE TO THE WEST INDIES. 

A' ye wha live by soups o' drink, 
A' ye wha live by crambo-clink, 
A* ye wha live and never think, 

Come mourn wi' me ! 
Our Billies gien us a' a jink, 

An' owre the sea, 

Lament him a' ye rantin core, 
Wha dearly like a random-splore, 
Nae mair he'll join the merry roar 

In social key ; 
For now he's taen anither shore, 

An' owre the sea. 

The bonnie lasses weel may wiss him, 
And in their dear petitions place him : 
The widows, wives, an' a' may bless him, 

Wi tearfu' ee ; 
For weel I wat they'll sairly miss him 

That's owre the sea. 

O Fortune, they hae room to grumble ! 
Hadst thou taen aff some drowsy bummle, 
Wha can do nought but fyke an' fumble, 

'Twad been nae plea ; 
But he was gleg as ony wumble 

That's owre the sea. 

Auld cantie Kyle may weepers wear, 
An' stain them wi' the saut, saut tear ; 
Twill mak her poor auld heart, I fear, 

In flinders flee ; 
He was her laureate monie a year 

That's owre the sea. 
H3 
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He saw misfortune's cauld nor-west 
Lang mustering up a bitter blast ; 
A jillet brak his heart at last, 

111 may she be ! 
So, took a birth afore the mast, 

An' owre the sea. 

To tremble under Fortune's cummock, 
On scarce a bellyfu' o' drummock, 
Wi' his proud independent stomach 

Could ill agree ; 
So, row't his hurdies in a hammock. 

An' owre the sea. 

He ne'er was gien to great misguiding, 
Yet coin his pouches wadna bide in; 
Wi* him it ne'er was under hiding ; 

He dealt it free : 
The muse was a' that he took pride in, 

That's owre the sea. 

Jamaica bodies, use him weel, 
An 7 hap him in a cozie biel ; 
Yell find him aye a dainty chiel, 

And fou o' glee ; 
He wadna wrang'd the vera deil, 

That's owre the sea. 

Fareweel, my rhyme-composing BiUie ! 
Your native soil was right ill-willie ; 
But may ye flourish like a lily, 

Now bonnilie ! 
Ill toast ye in my hindmost gillie, 

Tho' owre the sea. 
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TO A HAGGIS. 

Fair fa' your honest,. sonsie face, 
Great chieftain & the puddin-race ! 
Aboon them a' ye tak your place, 

Painch, tripe, or thairm : 
Weel are ye wordy o' a grace 

As lang's my arm. 

The groaning trencher there ye fill, 
Your hurdies like a distant hill, 
Your pin wad help to mend a mill 

In time o' need, 
While third* your pores the dews distil 

Like amber bead. 

9 

His knife see rustic labour (light, 
An' cut you up with ready slight, 
Trenching your gushing entrails bright, 

Like onie ditch ; 
And then, O what a glorious sight, 

Warm-reekin, rich ! 

Then horn for horn they stretch an' strive, 
Deil tak the hindmost, on they drive, 
Till a' their weel-swalTd kytes belyve 

Are bent like drums ;. 
Then auld guidman, maist like to ryve, 

Bethankit hums. 
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Is there that o'er his French ragout, 
Or olio that wad staw a sow, 
Or fricassee wad make her spew 

Wi' perfect sconner, 
Looks down wi' sneering, scornful view 

On sic a dinner? 



Poor devil ! see him owre his trash, 
As feckless as a wither'd rash, 
His spindle shank a guid whip lash, 

His nieve a nit ; 
Thro' bloody flood or field to dash, 

O how unfit ! 

But mark the rustic, haggis-fed, 

The trembling earth resounds his tread, 

Clap in his walie nieve a blade, 

Hell mak it whissle ; 
An' legs, an' arms, an' heads will.sned, 

Like taps o' thrissle. 

Ye powers, wha mak mankind your care, 
And dish them out their bill o' fare, 
Auld Scotland wants nae skinking ware 

That jaups in luggies ; 
But, if ye wish her gratefu' prayer, 

Gie her a Haggis ! 
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A DEDICATION. 

TO GAVIN HAMILTON, ESQ. 

Expect na, Sir, in this narration, 
A fleechin, fleth'rin dedication, 
To roose you up, an' ca' you guid, 
An' sprung o' great an' noble bluid, 
Because ye're surnam'd like his grace, 
Perhaps related to the race ; 
Then when I'm tir'd — and sae are ye, 
Wi' mony a fulsome, sinfu' lie, 
Set up a face, how I stop short, 
For fear your modesty be hurt. 

This may do— maun do, Sir, wi' them wha 
Maun please the great folk for a wamefou ; 
For me ! sae laigh I needna bow, 
For, Lord be thankit, I can plough ; 
And when r downa yoke a naig, 
Then, Lord be thankit, I can beg ; 
Sae I shall say, an' that's nae flatt'rin, 
It's just sic poet, an' sic patron. 

The Poet, some guid angel help him, 
Or else, I fear, some ill ane skelp him, 
He may do weel for a' he's done yet, 
But only he's no just begun yet. 

The Patron (Sir, ye maun forgie me, 
I winna lie, come what will o' me), 
On ev'ry hand it will allowed be, 
He's just — nae better than he should be. 

I readily and freely grant, 
He downa see a poor man want ; 
What's no his ain he winna tak it, 
What aince he says he winna break it ; 
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Ought he can lend hell no refust, 
Till aft his guidness is abns'd ; 
And rascals whyles that do him wrang, 
Ev'n that, he doesna mind it lang : 
As master, landlord, husband, father, 
He doesna fail his part in either. 

But then, nae thanks to him for a' that ; 
Nae godly symptom ye can ca' that ; 
It's naething but a milder feature 
Of our poor sinfu' corrupt nature : 
Ye'll get the best o' moral works, 
'Mang black Gentoos and pagan Turks, 
Or hunters wild on Ponotaxi, 
Wha never heard of orthodoxy. 
That he's the poor man's friend in need, 
The gentleman in word and deed, 
It's no thro' terror of d-mn-tion ) 
It's just a carnal inclination. 

Morality, thou deadly bane, 
Thy tens o' thousands thou hast slain I 
Vain is his hope, whose stay and trust is 
In moral mercy, truth, and justice ! 

No— stretch a point to catch a plack ; 
Abuse a brother to his back ; 
Steal thro' a winnock frae a wh-re, 
But point the rake that taks the door : 
Be to the poor like onie whnnstane, 
And haud their noses to the grunstane, 
Ply ev'ry art, o* legal thieving; 
Nae matter, stick to sound believing. 

Learn three-mile pray'rs, and half-mile graces, 
Wi' weel spread looves, an' lang wry faces ; 
Grunt up a solemn, lengthen'd groan, 
And damn a' parties but your own ; 
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111 warrant then, ye're nae deceiver, 
A steady, sturdy, staunch believer. 

O ye wha leave the springs of C-Zts-n, 
For gumlie dubs of your ain delvin ! 
Ye sons of heresy and error, 
Yell some day squeel in quaking terror! 
When vengeance draws the sword in wrath, 
And in the fire throws the sheath ; 
When Ruin, with his sweeping besom, 
Just frets till Heav'n commission gies him : 
While o'er the harp pale mis'ry moans, 
And strikes the ever-deep'ning tones, 
Still louder shrieks, and heavier groans ! 

Your pardon, Sir, for this digression, 
I maist forgat my dedication; 
But when divinity comes cross me, 
My readers still are sure to lose me. 

So, Sir, ye see 'twas nae daft vapour, 
But I maturely thought it proper, 
When a* my works I did review, 
To dedicate them, Sir, to You : 
Because (ye needna tak it ill) 
I thought them something like yourseL 

Then patronize them wi' your favour, 
And your petitioner shall ever — 
I had amaist said, ever pray. 
But that's a word I needna say : 
For prayin I hae little skill o't ; 
I'm baith dead-sweer, an' wretched ill o't ; 
But I'se repeat each poor man's pray'r, 
That kens or hears about you, Sir — 

' May ne'er misfortune's gowling bark 
Howl thro' the dwelling o' the Clerk / 
May ne'er his gen'rous, honest heart, 
For that same gen'rous spirit smart! 
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May K******'s far honour'd name 
Lang beet his hymeneal flame, 

Till H *'s, at least a dizen, 

Are frae their nuptial labours risen : 
Five bonnie lasses round their table, 
And seven braw fellows, stout an' able 
To serve their king and country weel, 
By word, or pen, or pointed steel ! 
May health and peace, with mutual rays, 
Shine on the evening o' his days ; 
Till his wee curlie John's ier-oe, 
When ebbing life nae mair shall flow, 
The last, sad, mournful rites bestow ! ' 

I will not wind a lang conclusion, 
Wi' complimentary effusion : 
But whilst your wishes and endeavours 
Are blest with Fortune's smiles and favours, 
I am, dear Sir, with zeal most fervent, 
Youjmuch indebted, humble servant. 

But if (which Powers above prevent!) 
That iron-hearted carl, Want, 
Attended, in his grim advances, 
By sad mistakes, and black mischances, 
While hopes, and joys, and pleasures fly him, 
Make you as poor a dog as I am, 
Your humble servant then no more ; 
For who would humbly serve the poor? 
But, by a poor man's hopes in Heaven ! 
While recollection's pow'r is given, 
If, in the vale of humble life, 
The victim sad of fortune's strife, 
I, thro' the tender gushing tear, 
Should recognise my master dear, 
If friendless, low, we meet together, 
Then, Sir, your hand— my friend and brother / 
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TO A LOUSE: 

ON SEEING ONE ON A LADY'S BONNET, AT CHURCH. 

Ha ! whare ye gaun, ye crowlin ferlie ! 
Your impudence protects you sairly ; 
I canna say but ye strunt rarely, 

Owre gauze and lace ; 
Tho' faith, I fear ye dine but sparely 

On sic a place. 

Ye ugly, creepin, blastit wonner, 
Detested, shunn'd by saunt an' sinner, 
How dare ye set your fit upon her, ' 

Sae fine a lady ! 
Gae somewhere else, and seek your dinner 

On some poor body. 

Swith, in some beggar's haffet squattle ; 
There ye may creep, and sprawl, and sprattle 
Wi' ither kindred, jumpin cattle, 

In shoals and nations ; 
Whare horn or bane ne'er dare unsettle 

Your thick plantations. 

Now haud ye there, ye're out o' sight, 
Below the fatt'rils, snug an' tight ; 
Na, faith ye yet ! ye'll no be right 

Till ye've got on it, 
The vera tapmost, tow'ring height 

O' Mist's bonnet. 
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ADDRESS TO EDINBURGH. 

Edina! Scotia's darling seat! 

All hail thy palaces and tow'rs, 
Where once beneath a monarch's feet 

Sat legislation's sovereign pow'rs ! 
From marking wildly scattered ftWrs, 

As on the banks of Ayr I stray'd, 
And singing, lone, the lingering hours, 

I shelter in thy honour'd shade. 

Here wealth still swells the golden tide, 

As busy trade his labours plies ; 
There architecture's noble pride 

Bids elegance and splendour rise ; 
Here justice, from her native skies, 

High wields her balance and her rod ; 
There learning, with his eagle eyes, 

Seeks science in her coy abode. 

Thy sons, Edina ! social, kind, 

With open arms the stranger hail ; 
Their views enlarg'd, their lib'ral mind, 

Above the narrow, rural vale ; 
Attentive stjll to sorrow's wail, 

Or modest merit's silent claim ; 
And never may their sources fail ! 

And never envy blot their name ! 

Thy daughters bright thy walks adorn ! 

Gay as the gilded summer sky, 
Sweet as the dewy milk-white thorn, 

Dear as the raptur'd thrill of joy ! 
Fair Burnet strikes th' adoring eye, 

Heav'n's beauties on my fancy shine ; 
I see the Sire of love on high, 

And own his work indeed divine ! 
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There, watching high the least alarms, 

Thy rough, rude fortress gleams afar ; 
Like some bold vefran, gray in arms, 

And mark'd with many a seamy scar : 
The pond'rous wall and massy bar, 

Grim-rising o'er the rugged rock ; 
Have oft withstood assailing war, 

And oft repelTd th' invader's shock. 

With awe-struck thought, and pitying tears, 

I view that noble, stately dome, 
Where Scotia's kings of other years, 

Fam'd heroes ! had their royal home : 
Alas ! how chang'd the times to come ! 

Their royal name low in the dust ! 
Their hapless race wild-wand'ring roam ! 

Tho' rigid law cries out, 'tis just ! 

Wild beats my heart to trace your steps, 

Whose ancestors, in days of yore, 
Thro' hostile ranks and ruin'd gaps 

Old Scotia's bloody lion bore : 
Ev'n I who sing in rustic lore, 

Haply my sires have left their shed, 
And fac'd grim danger's loudest roar, 

Bold-following where your fathers led ! 

Edina ! Scotia's darling seat ! 

All hail thy palaces and tow'rs, 
Where once beneath a monarch's feet 

Sat legislation's sov'reign pow'rs ! 
From marking wildly scatter'd floVrs, 

As on the banks of Ayr I strayed, 
And singing, lone, the lingering hours, 

I shelter in thy honour'd shade. 
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EPISTLE TO J. LAPRAIK, 

AN OLD SCOTTISH BARD. 

April 1st, 1785. 

While briers an' woodbines budding green, 
An' paitricks scraichin loud at e'en, 
An' morning poussie whiddin seen, 

Inspire my muse, 
This freedom in an unknown frien' 

I pray excuse. 

On fasten-e'en we had a rockin, 

To ca' the crack and weave our stockin; 

And there was muckle fun and jokin, 

Ye needna doubt; 
At length we had a hearty yokin 

At sang about. 

There was ae sang, amang the rest, 
Aboon them a' it pleas'd me best, 
That some kind husband had addrest 

To some sweet wife : 
It thirl'd the heart-strings thro' the breast, 

A' to the life. 

I've scarce heard ought described sae weel, 
What gen'rous, manly bosoms feel; 
Thought I, ' Can this be Pope, or Steele, 

Or Beattie's wark!* 
They tald me 'twas an odd kind chiel 

About Muirkirk. 
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It pat me fidgm-fain to fcear't, 
And sae about him mere I spierH, 
Then a' mat kenH him round dedar'd 

He bad ingine, 
That nane excell'd it, lew cam near't, 

It was sae fine. 

That set him to a pint of ale, 

An' either douce or merry tale, 

Or rhymes an' sangs he'd made himsel, 

Or witty catches, 
Tween Inverness and Tiviotdale, 

He had few matches. 

Then up I gat, an' swoor an aith, 

Tho* I should pawn my plengh and graith, 

Or die a cadger pownie's death, 

At some dyke-back, 
A pint an* gill I'd gie mem bahh 

To hear your crack. 

But, first an' foremost, I should tell, 
Amaist as soon as I could spell, 
I to the crambo-jingle fell, 

Tho' rude an' rough, 
Yet crooning to a body's sel, 

Does weel eneugh. 

I am nae poet, in a sense, 

But just a rhymer like, by chance, 

An' hae to learning nae pretence, 

Yet, what the matter? 
Whene'er my muse does on me glance, 

I jingle at her. 
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Your critic-folk may cock their nose, 
And say, * How can yon e'er propose, 
You wha ken hardly verse frae prose, 

To mak a smng?' 
But, by your leaves, my learned foes, 

Ye're maybe wrang. 

What's a* your jargon o' your schools, 
Your Latin names for horns an' stools ; 
If honest nature made you fools, 

What sairs your grammars? 
Ye'd better taen up spades and shools, 

Or knappin-hammers. 

A set o' dull, conceited hashes, 
Confuse their brains in college classes ! 
They gang in stirks, and come out asses, 

Plain truth to speak ; 
An' syne they think to climb Parnassus 

By dint o' Greek ! 

Gie me ae spark o' Nature's fire, 
That's a' the learning I desire ; 
Then tho' I drudge thro' dub an' mire 

At pleugh or cart, 
My Muse, tho' namely in attire, 

May touch the heart. 

O for a spunk o' Allan's glee, 

Or Fergusson's, the bauld and slee, 

Or bright Lapraik's, my friend to be, 

If I can hit it! 
That would be lear eneugh for me, 

If I could get it. 



1 
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Now, Sir, if ye hae Mends enow, . %J u§ 
Tho' real friends, I blkre, are few, . * it 

Yet, if your catalogue be fou, . r, 4 

I'se no insist, 
Bat gif ye want ae friend that's true, 

I'm on your list. 

I winna blaw about mysel; t% 

As ill I like my feuts to tell; > f 

But friends, and folk that wish me well, 

They sometimes roose me ; 
Tho' I maun own, as monie still 

As sair abuse me. 



// 



.1 



There's ae wee/out they whyles lay to me, 

I like the lasses — Gude forgie me i 

For monie a plack they wheedle frae me, . t 

At dance or fair; 
Maybe some iiher thing they gie me , // 

They weel can spare. 

But Mauchline race, or Mauehline fair, 
I should be proud to meet you there ; 
We'se gie ae night's discharge to care, 

If we forgather, 
An' hae a swap o' rhymin-ware 

Wi* ane anither. 

The four-gill caup, we'se gar him clatter, 
An' kirsen him wi' reekin water ; 
Syne we'll sit .down an' tak our whitter, 

To cheer our heart; 
An' faith, we'se be acquainted better 

Before we part. 
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Awa, ye selfish, warly race, 

Wha think that havins, sense, an' grace, 

Ev'n love an' friendship, should gie place 

To tatch-theplack ! 
I dinna like to see your face, 

Nor hear your crack. 

But ye whom social pleasure charms, 
Whose hearts the tide of kindness warms, 
Who hold your being on the terms, 

' Each aid the others,' 
Come to my howl, come to my arms, 

My friends, my brothers ! 

But, to conclude my lang epistle, 
As my auld pen's worn to the grissie ; 
Twa lines frae you wad gar me fissle, 

Who am, most fervent, 
While I can either sing, or whissle, 

Your friend and servant 



Tat i«r m. *-mm* <riam 1 



Ordfea&Mg 

My 




TW fapetiea*. ramfted'd 

tAe'i toft at best, and 

Qik/ <**, * Ye tea, we Ve bees at bwy, 



That trowtk my bead is grow* light dime, 

An' something srir.* 

Her d*jwfT excuse* pat me mad ; 

* Conscience/ says I, ' ye thowieae jad ! 

Ill write, an' that a hearty bland, 

This vera night ; 
Ho dinna ye affront your trade, 

But rhyme it right. - 
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* Shall bauld Lapraik, the king o' hearts, 
Tho' mankind were a pack o' cartes, 
Roose you sae wed for your deserts, 

In terms sae friendly, 
Yet yell neglect to shaw your parts, 

An' thank him kindly !' 

Sae I gat paper in a blink, 

An' down gaed stumpie in the ink : 

Quoth I, * Before I sleep a wink, 

I vow I'll close it ; 
An' if ye winua mak it clink, 

By Jove I'll prose it ! 

Sae I've begun to scrawl, but whether 
In rhyme, or prose, or baith thegither, 
Or some hotch-potch that's rightly neither, 

Let time mak proof; 
But I shall scribble down some blether 

Just clean aff-loof. 

My worthy friend, ne'er grudge an' carp, 
Tho' fortune use you hard an' sharp ; 
Come, kittle up your moorland harp 

Wi' gleesome touch ! 
Ne'er mind how fortune waft an' warp: 

She's but a b-tch. 

She 's gien me monie a jirt an' fleg, 
Sin' I could striddle owre a rig; 
But, by the L — d, tho' I should beg, 

Wi' lyart pow, 
I'll laugh, an' sing, an' shake my leg, 

As lang'sl dow! 

I 2 
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Now comes the sax an' twentieth simme?' ) } 
I've seen the hud upo' the timmer, ; -,- 

Still persecuted hy the limmer 

Frae year to year ; - x 

But yet, despite the kittle kimmer, 

J, Rob, am here. 



Do ye envy the city Gent, 

Behint a kist to lie and sklent, 

Or purse-proud, big wi' cent, per cent. ' 

And muckle wame, 
In some hit brugh to represent 

A Bailie's name ? 

Or is't the paughty, feudal Thane, 

Wi* ruffl'd sark an' giancin cane, 

Wha thinks himsel nae sheep-shank bane, 

But lordly stalks, 
While caps and bonnets aff are taen, 

As by he walks? 

* O Thou wha gies us each guid gift ! 
Gie me o' wit an' sense a lift, 
Then turn me, if Thou please, adrift, 

Thro* Scotland wide ; 
Wi* cits nor lairds I wadna shift, 

In a* their pride !' 

Were this the charter of our state, 
4 On pain o' hell be rich an' great,' 
Damnation then would be our fate, 

Beyond remead ; 
But, thanks to Heav'n ! that's no the gate 

We learn our creed. 



I 
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For thus the royal mandate ran, 
When first the human -(ace began, 
' The social, friendly, honest man, 

Whate'er he be, 
Tis he fulfils great Nature's plan, 

An* none but he !' 

O mandate glorious and divine ! 
The ragged followers of the Nine, 
Poor, thoughtless devils ! yet may shine 

In glorious light, 
While sordid sons of Mammon's line 

Are dark as night. 

Tho' here they scrape, an' squeeze, an' growl, 
Their worthless nievefu' of a soul 
May in some future carcase howl, 

The forest's fright ; 
Or in some day-detesting owl 

May shun the light. 

Then may Lapraik and Burns arise, 
To reach their native, kindred skies, 
And sing their pleasures, hopes, an' joys, 

In some mild sphere, 
Still closer knit in friendship's ties 

Each passing year ! 
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TO WILLIAM SIMPSON, 

OCHILTREE. 

May, 1785. 

I gat your letter, winsome Willie; 
Wi* gratefu' heart I thank you brawlie ; 
Tho' I maun say't, I wad be silly, 

An' unco vain, 
Should I believe, my coaxin billie, 

Your flatterin strain. 

But I'se believe ye kindly meant it, 
I sud be laith to think ye hinted 
Ironic satire, sidelins sklented 

On my poor Musie ; 
Tho' in sic phraisin terms ye've penn'd it, 

I scarce excuse ye. 

My senses wad be in a creel, 
Should I but dare a hope to speel, 
Wi' Allan, or wi' Gilbertfield, 

The braes o' fame ; 
Or Fergusson, the writer-chiel, 

A deathless name ! 

(O Furgusson ! thy glorious parts 

111 suited law's dry, musty arts ! 

My curse upon your whunstane hearts. 

Ye Enbrugh Gentry ! 
The tythe o* what ye waste at cartes, 

Wad stow'd his pantry !) 



*•» 
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Yet when a tale comes i' my head, 

Or lasses gie my heart a screed, 

As whyles they're like to be my deed, 

(O sad disease !) 
I kittle up my rustic reed; 

It gies me ease. 

Auld Coila now may fidge fu' fain, 
She's gotten Poets o' her ain, 
Chiels wha their chanters winna hain, 

But tune their lays, 
Till echoes a* resound again 

Her weel-sung praise. 

Nae poet thought her worth his while 
To set her name in measur'd style ; 
She lay like some unkenn'd-of isle 

Beside New Holland, 
Or whare wild-meeting oceans boil 

Besouth Magellan. 

Ramsay an' famous Fergusson 
Gied Forth an* Tay a lift aboon ; 
Yarrow an' Tweed, to monie a tune, 

Owre Scotland rings, 
While Irwin, Lugar, Ayr, an' Doon, 

Nae body sings. 

Th' Hissus, Tiber, Thames, an' Seine, 
Glide sweet in monie a tunefu' line ! 
But, WiUie, set your fit to mine, 

An* cock your crest, 
We'll gar our streams an' burnies shine 

Up wi' the best. 
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Well sing auld Coila's plains an* fellff,,^ ... 
Her moors red-brown wi' heather bells, , ' 
Her banks an' braes, her dens and dells, , 

Where glorious Wallace 
Aft bure the gree, as story tells, 

Frae southron billies. 

At Wallace' name what Scottish blood 
But boils up in a spring-tide flood ! 
Oft have our fearless fathers strode 

By Wallace 9 side, 
Still pressing onward, red-wat-shod, 

Or glorious dy'd. 

O, sweet are Cot la's haughs an' woods, 
When lintwhites chant amang the buds, 
And jinkin hares, in amorous whids, y 

Their loves enjoy, 
While thro' the braes the cushat croods* 

Wi' wailfu' cry ! 



f/ 



Ev'n winter bleak has charms to me 
'When winds rave thro* the naked tree ; 
'Or frosts on hills of Ochiltree 
•^ Are hoary gray ; 

Or blinding drifts wild furious flee* 

Darkening the day ! 

O Nature ! a' thy shews an' forms 

To feeling, pensive hearts hae charms V 

Whether the simmer kindly warms 

Wi' life an' light, 
Or winter howls, in gusty storms, 

The lang dark night ! 
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The Muge^hae poet ever fand her, 
Till by^Jiini^el he learn'd to wander, 
Adown sqme trotting burn's meander, 

An' no think lang; 
Q sweet ! to stray an' pensive ponder 

A heart-felt sang ! 

The warly race may drudge an* drive, 
Hog-shouther, jundie, stretch, an* strive, 
Let me fair Nature's face descrive, 

And I, wi* pleasure, 
Shall let the busy grumbling hive 

Bum owre their treasure. 

Fareweel, * my rhyme-composing blither!' 
We've been owre lang unkenn'd to ither : 
Now let us lay our heads thegither, 

In love fraternal : 
May Envy wallop in a tether, 

Black fiend, infernal ! 

While higl^andmen hate tolls an' taxes ; 

While moorlan' herds like guid fat braxies; , \ ; 

While terra firma, on her axis "•** 

Diurnal turns, 
Count on a friend, in faith an' practice, 

In Robert Burns. 
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POSTSCRIPT. 

My memory's no worth a preen ; 

I had amaist forgotten clean, 

Ye bade me write you what they mean 

By this New-Light 1 , 
'Bout which our herds sae aft hae been 

Marat like to fight. 

In days when mankind were but callans 

At grammar y logic, an' sic talents, 

They took nae pains their speech to balance, 

Or rules to gie, 
But spak their thoughts in plain, braid Lallans, 

Like you or me. 

In thae auld times, they thought the rmon> 
Just like a sark, or pair o' shoon, 
Wore by degrees, till her last roon, 

Gaed past their viewing, 
An' shortly after she was done, 

They gat a new ane. 

This past for certain, undisputed ; 
It ne'er cam i' their heads to doubt it, 
Till duels gat up an' wad confute it, 

An' ca'd it wrang ; 
An' muckle din there was about it, 

Baith loud an' lang. 
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Some herds, weel learn'd upo' the beuk, 
Wad threap auld folk the thing misteuk ; 
For 'twas the auld moan turn'd a neuk, 

An' out o* sight, 
An' backlins-comin, to the leuk, 

She grew mair bright. 

This was denyM, it was affirmed ; 

The herds an' hissels were alarm'd ; 

The rev'rend grey-beards ray'd an' stbrm'd, 

That beardless laddies 
Should think they better were inform'd 

Than their auld daddies. 

Frae less to mair it gaed to sticks ; 
Frae words an' aiths to clours an' nicks ; 
An' monie a fallow gat his licks, 

Wi' hearty crunt; 
An' some, to learn them for their tricks, 

Were hangM, an' brunt. 

This game was play'd in monie lands, 
An' auld-light caddies bure sic hands, 
That faith, the youngsters took the sands 

Wi' nimble shanks, 
Till lairds forbade, by strict commands, 

Sic bluidy pranks. 

But new-light herds gat sic a cowe, 
Folk thought them ruin'd stick-an'-stowe, 
Till now amaist on ev'ry knowe 

Yell find ane plac'd; 
An' some, their new-light fair avow, 

Just quite barefac'd. 



*xros~ *okm s, ■ 

>fea» &mh* the— Jtf i>*»>fac*t are bleatin ; 
TVtir leahnai Aena* are Tex'd an* sweatin ; 
^t***L Iw imn seem then greetin 

Wi* gxrem spite, ' 

T> hearth* a**** si* sadbr bed on 

Br word aft* write. 



sawethr the* will cowe- the loons f 

«Mftt£e4r ae»dk m neebor towns 
\m a*a*IX in thiayr they ca' htdhans, 

To tak a light, 
W slay ** M w |lD i—"jT the wm wu , 

Am* see them right. 



ve«terutfavai they will gie them ; 
Aft* wheft the oftftl nam's garni to lea> them, ' 
TW hi***** shaM* theyll fetch it wi' them; 

Jftst T their pooch, 
.W wheft the nt g a ga c htDies see them, 

I thtftktheTll crouch! 

Sae ye itaerte that a* this clatter 

Is ftaethi*£ hftt a * aatonshine matter ;* 

But oW dnU f*ose-4olk Latin splatter, 

la logic tuhrie, 
t hope* we hardies ken some better 

Than mind sic brulne. 



■ t 



1 See Bote, p. 53. 
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EPISTLE TO JOHN RANKIN. 

ENCLOSING SOME POEMS. 

* 

O rough, rude, ready-witted R******, 
The wale o' cocks for fun an' drinkin ! 
There's monie godly folks are thinkin, 

Your dreams 1 an' tricks 
Will send you, Korah-like, a-sinkin, 

Straught to auld Nick's. 

Ye hae sae monie cracks an' cants, 
And in your wicked, drucken rants, 
Ye mak a devil o' the saunts, 

An' fill them fou ; 
And then their failings, flaws, an' wants, 

Are a' seen thro'. 

Hypocrisy, in mercy spare it I 
That holy robe, O dinna tear it ! 
Spare't for their sakes wha aften wear it, 

The lads in black/ 
But your curst wit, when it comes near it, 

Rives 't aff their back. 

Think, wicked sinner, wha ye're skaithing, 
Its just the blue-gown badge an' claithing 
O' saunts ; tak that, ye lea'e them naething . 

To ken them by, 
Frae ony unregenerate heathen . 

Like you or I. 
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1're sent you here some rhyming ware, 
A' that I bargain'd for an' mair ; 
Sae, when ye hae an hour to spare, 

I will expect 
Yon *■*£>% yell sen't wi' cannie care 

And no neglect 

Tho', firith, ma' heart hae I to sing; 
My muse dow scarcely spread her wing ! 
I'tc playM myiel a bonnie spring, 

An' dancM my fill ! 
I'd better gaen air* sairM the king 

At B**kcr>s Hill. 

Twas ae night lately in my fan, 

I gaed a roving wi' the gun, 

An' brought a pmitrick to the grnn, 

A bonnie hen! 
And, as tiie twilight was begun, 

Thought nane wad ken. 

The poor wee thing was little hurt ; 

I straikit it a wee for sport, 

Ne'er tbinfcin they wad rash me for't ; 

But, deil-ma-care ! 
Somebody tells the poacher court 

The hale affair. 

Some aold us'd hands had ta'en a note, 
That sic a hen had got a shot ; 
I was suspected for the plot ; 

I scorn'd to lie ; 
So gat the whissle o' my groat, ^ 

An' pay't the fee. ?*" 
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But, by my gun, o' guns the wale, 
An' by my pouther an' my hail, 
An' by my hen, an' by her tail, 

I vow an' swear ! 
The game shall pay, o'er moor an' dale, 

For this, niest year. 

As soon's the clockin-time is by, 
An' the wee pouts begin to cry, 
it — d, I'se hae sportin by an' by. 

For my gowd guinea ; 
Tho' I should herd the buckskin kye 

Fort, in Virginia. 

Trowth, they had muckle for to blame ! 
Twas neither broken wing nor limb, 
But twa-three draps about the wame 

Scarce thro' the feathers ; 
An' baith a yellow George to claim, 

An' thole their blethers ! 

It pits me aye as mad's a hare ; 
So I can rhyme nor write nae mair ; 
But pennyworths again is fair, 

When time's expedient : 
Meanwhile I am, respected Sir, 

Your most obedient. 



1 A certain humorous dream of his was then making a noise in jthe 
country-side. 

^ A song he had promised the author. 
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JOHN BARLEYCORN 1 . r] 

t 

A BALLAD. 
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There was three kings into the east, 
Three kings both great and high, I 

An' they hae sworn a solemn oath ; 

John Barleycorn should die* < j 

They took a plough and ploughed him down, 
Put clods upon his head, " ' 

And they hae sworn a solemn oath • ; 

John Barleycorn was dead. ' 



i 



But the cheerful spring came kindly on, 
And showers began to fall ; j 

John Barleycorn got up again, 

And sore surpris'd them all. • 

The sultry suns of summer came, 

And he grew thick and strong, ' 

His head weel arm'd wi' pointed spears, 
That no one should him wrong. 

The sober autumn entered mild, 

When he grew wan and pale ; 
His bending joints and drooping head, 

Show'd he began to fail. 
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His colour sicken'd more and more, 

He faded into age ; 
And then his enemies began 

To shew their deadly rage. 

They've ta'en a weapon, long and sharp, 

And cut him by the knee ; 
Then tied him fast upon a cart, 

Like a rogue for forgerie. 

They laid him down upon his back, 

And cudgel'd him full sore ; 
They hung him up before the storm, 

And turn'd him o'er and o'er. 

They filled up a darksome pit 

With water to the brim, 
They heaved in John Barleycorn, 

There let him sink or swim. 

They laid him out upon the floor, 

To work him farther woe, 
And still, as signs of life appear'd, 

They toss'd him to and fro. 

They wasted, o'er a scorching flame, 

The marrow of his bones ; 
But a miller used him worst of all, 

For he crush'd him between two stones. 

And they hae ta'en his very heart's blood, 

And drank it round and round ; 
And still the more and more they drank,. 

Their joy did more abound. 
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John Barleycorn was a hero bold, 

Of noble enterprise, 
For if you do but taste his blood, 

Twill make your courage rise. 

Twill make a man forget his woe ; 

Twill heighten all his joy : 
'Twill make the widow's heart to sing, 

Tho* the tear were in her eye. 

Then let us toast John Barleycorn, 
Each man a glass in hand ; 

And may his great posterity 
Ne'er fail in old Scotland. 



1 This is partly composed on the plan of an old song known by the 
same name. 
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A FRAGMENT. 

Tu N E — Gillicrankie. 

When Guilford good our pilot stood, 

And did our hellim thraw, man, 
Ae night, at tea, began a plea 

Within America, man: 
Then up they gat the maskin-pat, 

And in the sea did jaw, man ; 
An' did nae less, in full congress, 

Than quite refuse our law, man. 

Then thro' the lakes Montgomery takes, 

I wat he wasna slaw, man ; 
Down Lowrie's burn he took a turn, 

And Carleton did ca', man: 
But yet, what-reck, he, at Quebec, 

Montgomery-like did fa', man, 
Wi' sword in hand, before his band, 

Amang his en'mies a', man. 

Poor Tammy Gage, within a cage 

Was kept at Boston ha\ man ; 
Till Willie Howe took o'er the knowe 

For Philadelphia, man : 
Wi' sword an' gun he thought a ski 

Guid christian blood to draw, man ; 
But at New-York, wi' knife an' fork, 

Sir-loin he hacked sma', man. 
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Burgoyne gaed up, like spur an' whip, ' 

Til] Fraser brave did fa', man ; •' 

Then lost his way, ae misty day, ' 

In Saratoga shaw, man. 
Comwallis fought as lang's he dought, • 

An' did the buckskins claw, man; 
But Clinton'* glaive frae rust to save, ' ' 

He hung it to the wa\ man. 

Then Montague, an' Guilford too, - * 

Began to fear a fa', man ; 
And SackviUe doure, wha stood the stourey t 

The German chief to thraw, man : • ' 
For paddy Burke, like ony Turk, ' 

Nae mercy had at a', man ; 
An' Charlie Fox threw by the box, / 

An' lows'd his tinkler jaw, man. 

Then -Rockingham took up the game ; 

Till death did on him ca', man ; 
When Shelburne meek held up his cheek, 

Conform to gospel law, man ; 
St. Stephen's boys, wi' jarring noise, 

They did his measures thraw, man ; 
For North and Fox united stocks, 

An' bore him to the wa', man. 

Then clubs and hearts were Charlie's cartes, 

He swept the stakes awa', man, 
Till the diamond's ace, of Indian race, 

Led him a sair faux pas, man: 
The Saxon lads, wi' loud placads, 

On Chatham's boy did ca', man ; 
An' Scotland drew her pipe, an' blew, 

* Up, Willie, waur them a', man V 
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Behind the throne then GrenviUe'* gone, 

A secret word or twa, man ; 
While slee Dtmdas arous'd the class 

Be-north the Roman wa\ man : 
An 1 Chatham's wraith, in heavenly grait, 

(Inspired hardies saw, man) 
Wi' kindling eyes cry'd, ' Willie, rise ! 

Would I hae fear'd them a', man?' 

But, word an* blow, North, Fox, and Co. 

Gowff'd Willie like a ha', man, 
Till Suthron raise, and coost their claise 

Behind him in a raw, man ; 
An' Caledon threw by the drone, 

An' did her whittle 'draw, man; 
An' swoor fu' rude, thro* dirt and blood, 

To make it guid in law, man. 
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WRITTEN IN 

FRIARS-CARSE HERMITAGE, 

ON NITH SIDE. 

Thou whom chance may hither lead, 
Be thou clad in russet weed, 
Be thou deck'd in silken stole, 
Grave these counsels on thy soul. 

Life is but a day at most, 
Sprung from night, in darkness lost ; 
Hope not sunshine ev'ry hour, 
Fear not clouds will always lour. 

As youth and love, with sprightly dance, 
Beneath thy morning star advance, 
Pleasure with her siren air 
May delude the thoughtless pair ; 
Let prudence bless enjoyment's cup, 
Then raptur'd sip, and sip it up. 

As thy day grows warm and high, 
Life's meridian flaming nigh, 
Dost thou spurn the humble vale ? 
Life's proud summits wouldst thou scale ? 
Check thy climbing step, elate, 
Evils lurk in felon wait : 
Dangers, eagle-pinioned, bold, 
Soar around each cliffy hold, 
While cheerful peace, with linnet song, 
Chants the lowly dells among*. 

As the shades of ev'ning close, 
Beck'ning thee to long repose ; 
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As life itself becomes disease, 

Seek the chimney-nook of ease. 

There ruminate with sober thought, 

On all thou'st seen, and heard, and wrought; 

And teach the sportive younkers round, 

Saws of experience, sage and sound. 

Say, man's true, genuine estimate, 

The grand criterion of his fate, 

Is not, Art thou high or low ? x 

Did thy fortune ebb or flow? 

Did many talents gild thy span? 

Or frugal nature grudge thee one? 

Tell them, and press it on their mind, 

As thou thyself must shortly find, 

The smile or frown of awful Heav'n 

To virtue or to vice is giv'n. 

Say, to be just, and kind, and wise, 

There solid self-enjoyment lies ; 

That foolish, selfish, faithless .ways 

Lead to the wretched, vile, and base. 

Thus resigned and quiet, creep 
To the bed of lasting sleep ; 
Sleep, whence thou shalt ne'er awake, 
Night, where dawn shall never break, 
Till future life, future no more, 
To light and joy the good restore, 
To light and joy unknown before. 
Stranger, go ! Heav'n be thy guide ! 
Quod the beadsman of Nith-side. 
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8ACRED TO THE MEMORY OF MRS. OP ^-^. 

Dweller in yon dungeon dark, 

Hangman of creation, mark ! " 

Who in widow weeds appears, 

Laden with unhonour'd years, 

Noosing with care a bursting parse, 

Baited with many a deadly curse ! 

STROPHE. 

View the wither'd beldam's face — 

Can thy keen inspection trace 

Aught of humanity's sweet melting grace ? 

Note that eye, 'tis rheum o'erflows, 

Pity's flood there never rose. « 

See those hands, ne'er stretch'd to save, 

Hands that took — but never gave. 

Keeper of Mammon's iron chest, 

Lo, there she goes, unpitied and unblest 

She goes, but not to realms of everlasting rest ! 

ANTISTROPHE. 

Plunderer of armies, lift thine eyes, 

(A while forbear, ye tort'ring fiends) 

Seest thou whose step unwilling hither bends t 

No fallen angel, hurl'd from upper skies ; 

"lis thy trusty quondam mate, 

Doom'd to share thy fiery fate, 

She, tardy, hell-ward plies. 
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EPODE. 

And are they of no more avail, 

Ten thousand glittering pounds a year? 

In other worlds can Mammon fail, 

Omnipotent as he is here ? 

O, bitter mock'ry of the pompous bier, 

While down the wretched vital part is driv'n ! 

The cave-lodg'd beggar, with a conscience clear, 

Expires in rags, unknown, and goes to Heav'n. 



K 
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ELEGY ON C APT. MATTHEW HENMRSON, 

A GENTLEMAN WHO HELD THE PAT BUT JTO&RlSilfO- 
NOURS IMMEDIATELY FROMt ALMIGHTY GOD! 
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Bat now Ms radiant course is niii, IJ lr 

For Matthew's course was bright J . J :••/;» f 

His soul was like the glorious son, 
A matchless, HeaVnly light. 
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O Death ! thou tyrant fell and bloody ! , 

The meikle devil wi' a woodie 

Haurl thee hame to his black smiddie,. 

O'er hurchepn hides, 
And like stock-fish come o'er his studdie 

Wi' thy auld sides 1 
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He's gane, he's gane ! he's frae us torn, , , . , , \$ 

The ae best fellow e*er was born! f 

Thee, Matthew, Nature's sel shall mourn, i ( 

By wood and wild, 

Where, haply, pity strays forlorn, ; ; 

Frae man exil'd. 

Ye hills, near neebors o' the starns, ./ 

That proudly cock your cresting cairns I f 

Ye cliffs, the haunts of sailing earns, .* ( 

Where echo slumbers ! 

Come join, ye Nature's sturdiest bairns, f 

My wailing numbers ! 
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Mourn, ilka grove the cushat kens ! 
Ye hazily shaws and briery dens ! 
Ae butaies, wimplin down your glens, 

Wi' toddlin din, 
Oribaming Strang, wi' hasty stens, 

Frae tin tolin. 

Mourn, little harebells o'er the lee ; 
Ye stately foxgloves fair to see ; 
Ye woodbines hanging bonnilie, 

In scented bowers ; 
Ye roses on your thorny tree, 

The first o' flow'rs. 

At dawn, when ev'ry grassy blade 

Droops with a diamond at his head, 

At ev'n, when beans their fragrance shed, 

I' th' rustling gale, 
Ye maukius whiddin thro' the glade, 

Come join my wail. 

Mourn, ye wee songsters o' the wood ; 
Ye grouse that crap the heather bud ; 
Ye curlews calling thro* a clud ; 

Ye whistling plover ; 
And mourn, ye whirring paitrick brood ; 

He's gane for ever ! 

Mourn, sooty coots, and speckled teals, 
Ye fisher herons, watching eels ; 
Ye duck and drake, wi' airy wheels 

Circling the lake ; 
Ye bitterns, till the quagmire reels, 

Rair for his sake. 

K2 
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Mourn, clam'ring craika at dose<o'rday,i .n.i.>f/ 
'Mang fields & itow'riqg clover gftyt;;*.---- mi-. If 
And when ye wing your annual way . . < >y t mi/ 

Frae our cauld shore, 
Tell thae frr warlds, wha lies in clay* . ■ • . n ? u « . ft 

Wham w« deplore. 

Ye houlets, frae your ivy bowV, „ >\\ < > 

In some auld tree, or eldritch tow'r, r ,. w , (/ 
What time the moon, wi* silent glow?, , . .„ \ m j 

Sets up her horn, 
Wail thro* the dreary midnight hour , . i0 ^,j 

Till waukrife morn ! 

O rivers, forests, hills and plamsj > ,,_., 7 oi nt > 
Oft have ye heard my canty strains^,,,! . ljiT , ; ,,| 
But now, what else for me reinajftM /,n f -rf tuti 

But tales of woe? 
And frae my een the dropping rainsn « > M a in. / 

Maun ever flow. 

Mourn, spring, thou darling of the year! , 
Ilk cowslip cup shall kep a tear: 
Thou, simmer, while each corny spear 

Shoots up its head, 
Thy gay, green, flowVy tressesj&ear,, . i . «r v 

For himi tbajtfe dead I . „ / 

■.•••■ [!',? I 

Thou, autumn, wi' thy yellow hair, \f ;.-•! 

In grief thy sallow mantle tear ! 

Thou, winter, hurling thro' the air ,v « ■ ,. \ \ \\ 

The roaring blast, ► { 
Wide o'er the naked world declare .,**•■>: ; 

The worth weVe lofst! * 
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Mourn him, thou sun, great'source of light 1 . * / 
Mourn, empress of the silent night! ' 
And you, ye twinkling starnies bright, 

My Matthew mourn ! 
For through your orbs he's ta'en his flight, 

Ne'er to return. 

O Henderson ! the man ! the brother ! 
And art thou gone, and gone for ever ! 
And hast thou crost that unknown river, 

Life's dreary bound ! 
Like thee, where shall I find another, 

The world around ! 

Go to your sculpturM tombs, ye Great, 
In a' the tinsel trash o' state ! 
But by thy honest turf I'll wait, 

Thou man of worth ! 
And weep the* ae best fellow's fate 

E'er lay in earth. 



* i .. ' • > ; 



:.- THE EPITAPH. 

Stop, passenger! my story's brief; 

And truth I shall relate, man; 
I tell nae common tale o' grief, 

For Matthew was a great man* 

If thou uncommon merit hast, 
Yet spunrM at fortune's door, man ; 

A look of phy hither cast, 
For Matthew was a poor man. 
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If thou a noble sodger art, 
That passest by this grave, man, 

There moulders here a gallant heart ; 
For Matthew waa a brave man. ■* ■- 

If thou on men, their works and ways, 
Canst throw uncommon light, man ; 

Here lies wha weel had won thy praise, 
For Matthew was a bright man. 

If thou at friendship's sacred ca' 
Wad life itself resign, man ; 
. Thy sympathetic tear maun fa', 
For Matthew was a kind man. 

If thou art staunch without a stain, 
like the unchanging blue, man ; 

This was a kinsman o' thy ain, 
For Matthew was a true man. 

If thou hast wit, and fun, and fire, 
And ne'er guid wine did fear, man ; 

This was thy billie, dam, and sire, 
For Matthew was a queer man. ,", 

If ony whiggish whingin sot, 

To blame poor Matthew dare, man ; '/ 
May dool and sorrow be his lot, 

For Matthew was a rare man. 



7/ ! 



/ 
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LAMENT OF MARY QUEEN OP SCOTS, 

ON THE APPROACH OF SPRING. 

Now Nature hangs her mantle green 

On every blooming tree, 
And spreads her sheets o' daisies white 

Out-owre the grassy lea : 
Now Phoebus cheers the crystal streams. 

And glads the azure skies ; 
But nought can glad the weary wight 

That fast in durance lies. 

Now lav'rocks wake the merry morn, 

Aloft on dewy wing ; 
The merle, in his noontide bow'r, 

Makes woodland echoes ring; 
The mavis mild wi' many a note, 

Sings drowsy day to rest: 
In love and freedom they rejoice, 

Wi' care nor thrall opprest. 

Now blooms the lily by the bank, 

The primrose down the brae ; 
The hawthorn's budding in the glen, 

And milk-white is the slae : 
The meanest hind in fair Scotland 

May rove their sweets amang ; 
But I, the Queen of a' Scotland, 

Maun lie in prison Strang. 
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I was the Queen o' bonnie France, 

Where happy I hae been, 
Fu' lightly rode I in the*inarn,. . , n , 

Ail brythe lay down at e'en : 
And I'm the sov'reign of Scotland, 

And mony a traitor there ; 
Tet here I lie in foreign bands, . ■ < ; J 

And never-ending care. - T - ">«f / 

-.' . »<l 
But as for thee, thou false woman, ■ • • r ■. / * 

My sister and my fae, i. ' i 99 

Grim vengeance, yet, shall whet a sworA »>r tI 

That thro' thy, soul shall gae: - >< *.»iA 

The weeping blood in woman's breast : < h bnt 

Was never known to thee ; ■■/.■, ufT 

Nor th' balm that drape on wounds of : woe i! J to 

Frae woman's pitying ee. ■ >\i Ml 

My son! my son! may kinder stars ♦ ■'• m noil 

Upon thy fortune shine; •• •* • ■■ v> <iT 

And may those pleasures gild thy raigB; .:i r/.T 

That ne'er wad blink on mine I ■; !!: ul 

God keep thee frae thy mother's fees, :••.-. <• / »1 

Or turn their hearts to thee: . ri-i .dT 

And where thou meefst thy motfarfsfriansV^T 

Remember him for me I 

Oh ! soo% to me, may summer-suns 

Nae mair light up the mom I 
Nae mair to me, the autumn winds 

Wave o'er the yellow corn ! 
And in the narrow house o' death 

Let winter round me rave ; / 

And the next flow'rs.that deck the springy / 

Bloom on my peaceful grave ! 
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TO ROBERT GRAHAM, ESQ. 

DP FINTRA. 



■ \ 



" i 



Late crippl'd of an arm, and now a leg", 
About to beg n pass for leave to beg ; 
Dull, listless, teas'd, dejected, and deprest, 
(Nature is adverse to a cripple's rest) : 
Will generous Graham list to his Poet's wail ? 
(It soothes poor misery, hearkening to her tale), 
And hear him curse the light he first survey'd, 
And doubly corse the luckless rhyming trade ? 

Thou, Nature, partial nature, I arraign; 
Of thy caprioe maternal I complain : 
The lion and the bull thy care have found, 
One shakes the forests, and one spurns the ground : 
Thou giv'st the ass bis hide, the snail his shell, 
TV envenom'd wasp, victorious, guards his cell. — 
Thy miniofts* kings, defend, control, devour, 
In all th' omnipotence of rule and power. 
Foxes and statesmen, subtile wiles ensure ; 
The cit and polecat stink, and are secure. 
Toad* with- their poison, doctors with their drug, 
The- priest and hedgehog in their robes, are snug. 
Ev*n silly woman has her warlike arts, 
Her tongue and eyes, her dreaded spear and darts. 

But Oh ! thou bitter step-mother and hard, 
To thy poor, fenceless; naked child — the Bard ! 
A thing unteachable in world's skill, 
And half an idiot too, more helpless still. 
No heels to bear him from the op'ning dun ; 
No claws to dig, his hated sight to shun ; 

K3 
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No horoa, feat (boas by luckless Hymen *fpp», , { >, lh ,^ 
And those, alas! not Amatthea's horn -«i •• vlur. r ill 
No nerves olfact'ry, Mammon's trusty cue* > / ^.'m,!! 
Clad in rich dnlness' comfortable fur- r - .',, ; 'i{j f..t^ 
In naked feeling, and in aching pride,, . , , : „(// 

He bears the unbroken blast from etfey .side;,. h j> .,■/• 
Vampyre booksellers drain him to the heart, ,»h 7/ 
And scorpion critics cureless venom dart- v i, » «. f / 

Critics — appall'd I venture on the name, ,.-•.,: .y 
Those cut-throat bandits in the paths of feme ; _. t >v.'^ 
Bloody dissectors, worse than ten Monroes; >. ;,»/ 
He hacks to teach, they mangle to expose*- f ,i,v r»/ 

His heart by causeless, wanton malice !WEftag*;> • <rl 
By blockheads' daring into madness stung.;. , ( mmj fl 
His well-won bays, than life itself more deftly ,-.j_. | 
By miscreants torn, who ne'er one sprig nutstlweturf/ 
Foil'd bleeding, tortur'd in the unequal strife,/ fvnl/ 
The hapless poet flounders on thro' life, . • ; 1 •■■ ^>> ,\<>\ ^ 
Till fled each hope that once his bosom nrfd,J[ ,b ->R 
And fled each muse that glorious once uftjpiv'dVl (mi/ 
Low sunk, in squalid, unprotected age, s < t < ( v , . 1 ' , '■ ( » 
Dead even resentment for his injured page, . .1 . nvv\ 
He heeds or feels no more the ruthlessttirilicft rags IT 

So, bjr some hedge, the generous steed defceasfd^ >/ 
For half-starv'd snarling curs a dainty feast y - ^ A n.U 
By toil and famine wore to skin and: bone, 1 ».» 1 > / f ; » 
Lies senseless of each tugging bitch's son. . i 4 . , , « . 1 r 1 // 

O dulness ! portion of the truly blest ! 
Calm shelter*d haven of eternal rest ! 
Thy sons ne'er madden in the fierce extremes 
Of fortune's polar frost, or torrid beams. 
If mantling high she fills the golden cup, 
With sober selfish ease they sip it up ; 
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Conscious the ; bounteous meed they well* dtesewe,' / 
They only wonder * some folks* do r&t starve* • ; » ' 
The grave sage hem thus easy picks his frog* * ' 
And thinks the mallard a sad worthless dogj < * ' ' 
When disappointment snaps the doe of hope* >-.>■. * 
And thro' disastrous night they darkling gtope, ■ • ' - 
With deaf endurance sluggishly they bear, 
And just conclude that * fools are fortune's care/ ' 
So, heavy, passive to -the tempest's shocks, < > 

Strong on the sign-post stands the stupid ox, <' i 

Not so the idle muses' mad-cap train, ■•••*• 

Not such the workings of -their moon-struck brai» ; • ' 
In equanimity they never dwell, 
By turns in-soaring heaVn, or vaulted hell. ■ ■ ■ ■ ■ • < . 

I dread tbee, fate, relentless and severe, ^ 

With all -a poet's, husband's, father's fear! 
Already one strong-hold of hope is lost, 
Glencairn, the truly noble, lies in dust; 
(Fled, like the sun ecMps'd as noon appears, ! 

And left as darkling in a world of tears:) » • ; • * 
Oh! hear my ardent, gratefid, selfish prayV! 
Fintra, my other stay, long bless and spare 1 ( 

Thro' 1 a long iifo his : hopes and wishes crown, 
Andbrigbt in cloudless skies Ms sun go down ! 
May bliss domestic smooth his private path ; i 

Give energy to fife ; and sooth his latest breath, . < f 
With many a filial tear circling the bed of death 1 • J 

.... i 

i 

< ■ i • ' U "• J i • » 
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• •• . -..« , . . ■ • - . . ! . .: r. .'1 
.LAMENT ''.' !, " / ' 

FOR JAMES, EAaj, OF Gl&NCAIRN. | 1fr J| 

The wind blew hollow firae the hills, 

By fits the sun's departing beam • i 

Look'd on the fading yellow woods < f 

That wavM o'er Lugar'g winding stream : :>..-.'- I 

Beneath a craigy steep, a bard, • i>: •<«('/ 

Laden with years and meikle pain, ■ . • »••■»■.■■•) 

In loud lament bewail'd his lord, • ' I 

Whom death had all untimely tafen. ■«»'* 

■ ■■ ,: < 'i\l 

He lean'd him to an ancient aik, 

Whose trunk was mouldering down with yeatsY 

His locks were bleached white wi' time ! ^ I' 

His hoary cheek was wet wi' tears ! : m I 

And as he touch'd his trembling harp, - M 

And as he tun'd his doleful sangy !....! 

The winds, lamenting thro* their caves, ■ *i-»'-l 

To echo bore the notes alang. i • * '• ./ 



■.ii ■ <» 



" Ye scattered birds that faintly sing, 

The reliques of the vernal quire I 
Ye woods that shed on a* the winds 

The honours of the aged year ! 
A few short months, and glad and gay, 

Again yell charm the ear and ee ; 
But nocht in a' revolving time 

Can gladness bring again to me. 
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" I am a bending aged tree, 

That long has stood the wind and rain ; 
But now has come a cruel blast, 

And my last hold of earth is gane : 
Nae leaf o' mine shall greet the spring, 

Nae simmer sun exalt my bloom ; 
But I maun lie before the storm, 

And ithers plant them in my room. 

t 

" I've seen sae mony changefu' years, / : » 

On earth I am a stranger grown ; 
I wander in the ways of men, ' 

Alike unknowing and unknown : 
Unheard, unpitied, unreliev'd, 

I bear alane my lade o' care, \ 

For silent, low, on beds o' dust, 

Lie a' that would my sorrows share. 

" And last (the sum of a' my griefs !) 

My noble master lies in clay ; 
The flow'r amang our barons bold, 

His country's pride, his country's stay ; 
In weary being now I pine, 

For a' the life of life is dead, 
And hope has left my aged ken, 

On forward wing for ever fled. 

" Awake thy last sad voice, my harp ! 

The voice of woe and wild despair ! ( 

Awake, resound thy latest lay, 

Then sleep in silence evermair ! 
And thou, my last, best, only Mend, 

That fillest an untimely tomb, 
Accept this tribute from the bard 

Thou brought from fortune's mirkest gloom. 
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TAM O' SHANTER. ' ' T 

. . x * 

A TALE. , ■ ■ ,1 

. . .- ,ff 

Of Brownyi* and of Bogilis fall is this Bake, / 

Gamin DouglaM. • 

" . \\ 

When chapman billies leave the street, - ■ " r 
And drouthy neebors, neebors meet, ■• « ^ 

As market-days are wearing late, »v.«'\ 

An' folk begin to tak the gate ; • ■•• ' ^,.1 

While we sit bousing at the nappy, . ; // 

An 1 getting fou and unco happy, . . <;. h-P 

We thinkna on' the lang Scots miles, ••- -:rl 

The mosses, waters, slaps, and *tyles, < ■>'• »»«»»£ 
That lie between us and our hame, >• . -».«T 

Whare sits our sulky sullen dame, *(T 

Gathering her brows like gathering storm, ••-■\f. 
Nursing her wrath to keep it warm. ■ • ( 1 

This truth fond honest Tarn o> Skanter, ■ 1 i » // 
As he frae Ayr ae night did canter, - « ■ ■ ■*• ■••'.T 
(Auld Ayr, wham ne'er a town surpassed: u»» j -iT 
For honest men and bonnie lasses);' • • ■** '^T 

O Tarn ! had'st thou but been sae-wkeV- 1 ' ^^ 
As ta'en thy ain wife Kate's advice! ' * ! » • '• ^ 
She tauld thee weel thou was a skellum, * ■ -*l 
A blethring, blustering, drunken blellum ; 
That frae November till October, 
Ae market-day thou wasna sober ; 
That ilka melder, wi' the miller, 
Thou sat as lang as thou had siller ; 
That ev'ry naig was ca'd a shoe on, 
The smith and thee gat roaring fou on ; 



• f- 
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That at the L — d's house, ev'n on Sunday, 

Thou drank wi'.Kirton Jean till Monday. 

She prophesy'd that, late or soon, 

Thou would be found deep drown'd in Doon ; 

Or catch 'd wi* warlocks in the mirk, 

By Alloway's auld haunted kirk. 

Ah ! gentle dames 1 it gars me greet, 
To think how mony counsels sweet, 
How mony lengthened, sage advices, 
The husband frae the wife despises ! 

But to our tale : Ae market night, 
Tarn had got planted unco right ; 
Fast by an ingle, bleezing finely, 
Wi' reaming swats, that drank divinely ; 
And at his elbow, souter Johnny, 
His ancient, trusty, drouthy crony ; 
Tarn lo'ed him like a vera brither; 
They had been fou for weeks thegither. 
The night drave on wi' sangs an' clatter ; 
And aye the ale was growing better : 
The landlady and Ttan grew gracious ; 
Wi' favours, secret, sweet, and precious : 
The souter tauld his. queerest stories ; 
The landlord'* laugh was ready chorus : 
The storm without might rair and rustle, 
7am didna mind the storm a whistle. 

Care, mad to see a man sae happy, 
E'en drown'd himsel amang the nappy ; 
As bees flee.hame wi' lades o' treasure, 
The minutes wing'd their way wi' pleasure : 
Kings may be blest, but Tom was glorious, 
O'er a' the hills o' life victorious. 

But pleasures are like poppies spread, 
You seize the flow'r, its bloom is shed ; 



210 BURNS' POBMS, • 

Or like the snow-falls in the river* > ■ • ■>■■"■ h.-i t 
A moment white— then melts for ever y »i «-.i // 
Or like the borealis race, n. . *<t 

That flit ere you can point their place; ■< »*<T 
Or like the rainbow's lovely form '•„ •• -«iT 

Evanishing amid the storm. — - :•*../ 

Nae man can tether time or tide— ( .1 // 

The hour approaches Tom maun ride ? • A A 
That hour, o' night's black areh the key*stane, ! > 
That dreary hour he mounts his beastgn ; ■■ 1 ' 
And sic a night he taks the road in, \y .: I 

As ne'er poor sinner was abroad in. ' « .•» A* 

The wind blew as 'twad blawn its last'] ^ 
The rattling showers rose on the blast; - -- > 1 // 
The speedy gleams the darkness swaHew'd; , ' 1 ' 1 
Loud, deep, and lang, the thunder bellow^ * 
That night, a child might understand, \ . \( :<U 
The deil had business on his hand* > t /<! .«iiT 

Weel mounted on his grey mare, Afcgy ' ^ y 
A better never lifted leg, --^^ '■•••' !»•./ 

Tarn skelpit on thro* dub and mire, .-- — • .:«r. "// 
Despising wind, and rain, and lire; - -» I * i c - » ..•;/ 
Whiles hauding fast his guid blue Rennet 7-' »» : «i 
Whiles crooning o'er some ffuld Scots (sonnet) ^ 
Whiles glowring round wf prudent <eatM^^< t 
Lest bogles catch him unawares; ' n v • 1 1<!1 
Kirk-Alloway was drawing nigh v :;J/J ww/oi ' 
Whare ghaists and houlets nightly cry. *rU • -\ . 1 

By this time he was cross the lord, ; ~ <*•■•■* .< t 
Whare in the snaw the chapman smoor'd; 5 « I 
And past the birks and meikle stane, ;l i * 

Whare drunken ChtnrUe brak's neck4>aae J - ' » 
And thro' the whins, and by the cairn,: - .»■:.■* 
Whare hunters fond the mtarder'd bairn; ■' r J 



A 
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And near the thorn, aboon the well, * M •• > 
Whare Mtmgo'a mither hang'd hersel.^— ■ f 
Before him Doon pours all his floods ;■■ • • 
The doubling storm roars thro" the wood*; > 
The lightnings flash from pole to pole; 
Near and more near the thunders roll ; v- '■« 
When, glimmering thro' the groaning trees, 
Kirk-Alloway seem'd in a bleeze; 
Thro' ilka bore the beams were glancing; 
And loud resounded mirth and dancing. — i 

Inspiring bold John Barleycorn! 
What dangers thou canst make us scorn I 
Wi* tippenny, we fear nae evil ; 
Wi* usquebae, we'll face the devil!— . ? 

The swats sae ream'd in Tammie's noddle* - ■ 
Fair play, he car'dna deils a boddle. . . - 

But Maggie stood right sair astonish'd. 
Till, by the heel and hand admonish'd, 
She ventur'd forward on the light; 
And, vow ! Tarn saw an unco sight ! 
Warlocks and witches in a dance; 
Nae cotillion brent new firae France, 
But hornpipes, jigs, strathspeys, and reels, 
Put life and mettle in their heels. 
A winnock bunker in the east, 
There sat auld Niqk, in shape o' beast ; 
A towzie tyke, black, grim, and large, 
To gie them music was his charge: 
He screw'd the pipes and gart them skirl, 
Till roof and rafters a' did dirl. — 
Coffins stood round like open presses, 
That shaw'd the dead in their last dresses ; 
And by some devilish cantrip slight, 
Each in its cauld hand held a light,— 
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By whidb heroic TWjI was able ■ ■•' v r,ia 

To note upon the haly table, ' - '' 

A murderer's banes in gibbet aims; ■ ■' ' 

Twa span-lang, wee, unchristen'd bairns ; ' 

A thief, new-cutted frae a rape, ' » * 

Wi' his last gasp his gab did gape*; ' 

Five tomahawks, wi' bluid red rusted ; - ■ / 

Five scimitars, wi' murder crasted ; '' 

A garter, which a babe had strangled ; : * 

A knife, a father's throat had mangled, ' 

Whom his ain son o' life bereft, ' 

The gray hairs yet stack to the heft ; * 

Wi' mair o' horrible an' awrV, '• 

Which ev'n to name wad be unlawful * 

As Taumde glqwrM, amaz'd, and curious, ' 

The mirth and fun grew fast and furious : ; ■ ' ' ' 

The piper loud and louder blew; ■ ■«* 

The dancers quick and quicker flew ; ■"' 
They reel'd, they set, they cross'd, they eletokr$ 
Till ilka carlin swat and reekit, • • r f ' 

And coost her duddies to the wark, - ,l ' f 

And linket at it in her sark \ ' f 

Now Tarn, O Tarn! had they been queans, :I 

A' plump and strapping, in their teens ; : ' t 

Their sarks, instead o' creeshie fla&nen, - * 
Been snaw-white seventeen hunder linen t • ^ 

Thir breeks o' mine, my only pair, ' «' ' 
That ance were plush, o' guid blue hair, 

I wad hae gi'en them aff my hurdies, ' 
For ae blink o* the bonnie burdies ! 

But withered beldams, auld and droll, 
Rigwiddie hags wad spean a foal, 
Lowping an' flinging on a cummock, 
I wonder didna turn thy stomach. 
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But Tarn kenn'd what was whatfu' brawlie,- * 
There was ae winsome wench and walie, 
That night inlisted in the core, 
(Lang after kenn'd on Carrick shore ! 
For mony a beast to dead she shot, 
And perish'd mony a bonnie boat, 
And shook baith meikle corn and bear, 
And kept the country-side in fear), 
Her cutty sark, o' Paisley ham, 
That while a lassie she had worn, 
In longitude tho' sorely scanty, 
It was her best, and she was vauntie.— 
Ah ! little kenn'd thy rev'rend grannie, 
That sark she coft for her wee Nannie, 
Wi' twa pund Scots ('twas a' her riches), 
Wad ever grac'd a dance of witches ! 

But here my muse her wing maun cour ; 
Sic flights are far beyond her pow'r; 
To/siqg bow Nannie lap and flang, 
(A souple jade she was and Strang) 
And how Tarn stood, like ane bewiteh'd, 
And thought his very een enrich'd ; 
Even Satan glowr'd, and fidg'd fu' fain, 
And hotch'd and blew wi' might and main ; 
Till first ae caper, syne anither, 
Tom tint his reason a' thegither, .- 
And roars out, " Weel done, Cutty-sark!" 
And in an instant all was dark: 
And scarcely had he Maggie rallied, 
When out the hellish legion sallied. 

As bees bizz out wi' angry fyke, 
When plundering herds assail their byke ; 
As open pussie's mortal foes, 
When, pop ! she starts before their nose ; 
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As eager runs the market-crowd, 
When, " Catch the thief!" resounds aloud; 
So Maggie runs, the witches follow, 
Wi' moiiy an eldritch skreech and hollow. 

Ah, Tarn! ah, Tarn! thou'll get thy fairin! 
In hell they 11 roast thee like a herrin ! 
In vain thy Kate awaits thy comin ! 
Kate soon will be a woefn' woman ! 
Now, do thy speedy utmost, Meg, 
And win the key-stane * o* the brig ; 
There at them thou thy tail may toss, 
A running stream they darena cross. 
But ere the key-stane she could make, 
The fient a tail she had to shake ! 
For Nannie, far before the rest, 
Hard upon noble Maggie prest, 
And flew at Tom wi' furious ettle ; 
But little wist she Maggie's mettle — 
Ae spring brought off her master hale, 
But left behind her ain grey tail : 
The carlin claught her by the rump, 
And left poor Maggie scarce a stump. 



Now, wha this tale o' truth shall read, 
Ilk man and mother's son, tak heed : 
Whene'er to drink you are inclin'd, 
Or cutty-sarks run in your mind, 
Think, ye may buy the joys owre dear, 
Remember Tarn o" Shooter's mare. 



1 It is a well-known fact, that witches, or any evil spirits, have no 
power to follow a poor wight any farther than the middle of the next 
running stream. — It may be proper likewise to mention to due be- 
nighted traveller, mat when he falls in with bogle*, whatever danger 
may be in his going forward, there is much more haaard fa tnraug 
back. 
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ON SEEING 

A WOUNDED HARE 

LIMP BY ME, WHICH A FELLOW HAD JUST SHOT AT. 

Inhuman man ! curse on thy barb'rous art, 
And blasted be thy murder-aiming eye ! 
May never pity sooth thee with a sigh, 

Nor ever pleasure glad thy cruel heart ! 

Go live, poor wanderer of the wood and field, 

The bitter little that of life remains : 

No more the thickening brakes and verdant plains, 
To thee shall home, or food, or pastime yield. 

Seek, mangled wretch, some place of wonted rest, 
No more of rest, but now thy dying bed ! 
The sheltering rushes whistling o'er thy head, 

The cold earth with thy bloody bosom prest 

Oft as by winding Nith, I, musing, wait 
The sober eve, or hail the cheerful dawn, 
III miss thee sporting o'er the dewy lawn, 

And curse the ruffian's aim, and mourn thy hapless fate. 
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ADDRESS TO THE SHADE OF THOMSON, 



ON CROWNING HIS BUST AT EDNAM, ROXBURGH- 
SHIRE, WITH BAYS. 

-r ■ ■: . •*■ 

While virgin Spring, by Eden's flood, 
Unfold* her lender mantle green, • . - A 

Or pranks the sod in frolic mood, 
Or times Eolian strains between i , ; •« -.**'. 

While Summer with a matron grace 
Retreats to Dryburgh's cooling shade, 

Yet oft, delighted, stops to trace 
The progress of the spiky blajie ; ^.v* 

While Autumn, benefactor kind, * - '•'■ • «.■».# 
By Tweed erects his aged head, - » : ^*> *"* 

And sees, with self-approving mind, • r • > - j "T 
Each creature on hia bounty Ad: "?* 

While maniac Winter rages o'er 
The hills whence classic Yarrow flows, 

Rousing the turtyd. torrent's soar, / > 
Or sweeping, wild, a waste of snows : 

So long, sweet Poet of the year, , . ; , 
Shall bloom that wreath thou well, hast ?*on ; 

While Scotia, with exulting tea*, 
Proclaims that Thomson was her son.., 4 
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EPITAPHS. 



ON A CELEBRATED RULING ELDER. 

Here sorter Will in death does sleep ; 

To h-11, if he's gane thither, 
Satan, gie him thy gear to keep, 

Hell haud it weel thegither. 



ON A NOISY POLEMIC, 

Below thir stones lie Jamie's banes ; 

O death, it's my opinion, 
Thou ne'er took such a bleth'rin b-tch 

Into thy dark dominion ! 



ON WEE JOHNNY. 

Hie jacet wee Johnnie. 

Whoe'er thou art, O reader, know, 
That death has murder'd Johnnie ! 

An' here his body lies fu' lo w 
For saulhe ne'er had ony. 

L 
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FOR THE AUTHOR'S FATHER. 

O ye, whose cheek the tear of pity stains, 

Draw near with pious rev'rence, and attend ! 
Here lie the loving husband's dear remains, 

The tender father, and the gen'rous friend. 
The pitying heart that felt for human woe ; 

The dauntless heart that fear'd no human pride ; 
The friend of man, to vice alone a foe ; 

" For ev n his failings leanM to virtue's side." 



FOR R. A. ESQ. 

Know thou, O stranger to the fame 
Of this much lov'd, much honour'd name ! 
(For none that knew him need be told) 
A warmer heart death ne'er made cold. 



FOR G. H. ESQ. 

The poor man weeps — here G n sleeps, 

Whom canting wretches blam'd : 

But with such as Ae, where'er he be, 
May I be sav'dor d df 
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A BARDS EPITAPH. 

Is there a whim-inspired fool, 

Owre fast for- thought, owre hot for rule, 

Owre blate to seek, owre proud to snool, 

Let him draw near ; 
And owre this grassy heap sing dool, 

And drap a tear. 

Is there a bard of rustic song, 

Who, noteless, steals the crowds among, 

That weekly this area throng, 

O, pass not by ! 
But, with a frater-feeling strong, 

Here, heave a sigh. 

Is there a man, whose judgment clear 
Can others teach the course to steer, 
Yet runs, himself, life's mad career, 

Wild as the ware ; 
Here pause — and, through the starting tear, 

Survey this grave. 

The poor inhabitant below 

Was quick to learn and wise to know, 

And keenly felt the friendly glow 

And softer flame, 
But thoughtless follies laid him low, 

And stain'd his name ! 

Reader, attend — whether thy soul 
Soars fancy's flights beyond the pole, 
Or darkling grubs this earthly hole, 

In low pursuit; 
Know, prudent, cautious, self-control 

Is wisdom's root. 
l2 



• :■■ ! •_•■•■■.> f. *> *t «jfi \A\n\\ *i\ 
; ' '■;'"■: ■ ■' 1 1 l;<:i ftfj/'-HTj f>rr/ 

CAPTAIN GROSES PEREGRINATIONS 

THROUGH SCOTLAND; ' J " *' * ;,i/ 
COLLECTING THE ANTIQUITIES OF THAT KINGDOM. 

Hear, Land o' Cakes, and brither Serfs* /i, ,x)\ 
Frae Maidenkirk to Johnny Groat's* ...,,! »,, // 
If there's a hole in a' your coats, 

I rede you tent it; • :-:vj«i Jm/ 
A chield's amang you taking notes, 

And, faith, hell prent it. 

• ■ j •' .'■••*.'! to 

If in your bounds ye chance to light .;,T j>fn/ 
Upon a fine, fat, fodgel wigal* s.iv.i. ,f ti <\» jc/H 
O' stature short, but genius bright, 

That's he, mark wealr-m. „ n« t /. 
And wow ! he has an unco sleight 

O* cauk and keel. 

By some auld, houlet-haunted biggin, uy, >ilT 
Or kirk deserted by its riggin* . uu< \ ; .|T 

It's ten to ane ye'll find him snug in 

Some eldrich party- , . *. n \\ 
Wi' deils, they say, L— d sare's! colleaguin 

At some black art. — 

• \u'| 

Ilk ghaist that haunts auld ha* or chamer, ■ . > : ' f 
Ye gipsey-gang that deal in glamor* • ui'l 

And you, deep read in hells black grammar, 

Warlocks and witches ; . l ., / 
Ye'll quake at his conjuring kammer, 

Ye midnight b c s. 
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It's tauld he was a sodger bred, 
And ane wad rather fa'n than fled ; 
But now he's quat tble spiirtle blade, 
4/iOW t. / !>J » KIAMniog-Ain^waliet; * ' V\ / > 
And ta'en the — Antiquarian trade, 

t'tirink they call it. 

He has a fouth o' auld nick-nackets ; 
Rusty adrn daps, and jrnglin jackets, ' ■'. «ll 
Wad haud thd Lothians three in tackets, I ' > ' ' 1 

>A towmont guid; - » ! « 

And parritch-pats, and auld sdut-backets, 

Before the Flood. - J / 

Of Eve's first fire he has a cinder ; 

Auld Tubalcain's fire-shool and fender; t 

That which distinguished the gender , * 

' O 1 Balaam's ass ; • - '•' 

A broom-dttek eflhe witch of Eudor, 

J^Weel »shod wi' brass. 

Forbye, hell shape you aff fu' gleg, 

The cut of Adam's pfciMbeg ; '*'■ 

The knife that nickel Abel's craig, 

• - 1 ;. w He'll prove you fully, l 

It was a faulting Jocteleg,. 

jifir^i. •!!«»•.■ ''Or-lang-JtaiiguUio— '• 

But wad ye see him in his glee, 

For meikfc ^lee and 1 fuaa has he, • ■ . • ■ • 

Then set himdow&, and twafOt» three 

i .rii.x .. A , GuidfelloWs wi' him: 
And port, O port I < shi*e tkott/a wee, 

. ; t.n. Andtbeu yell see him»i 

+ < y r J )l('.' 4 l:lhlifl ' i 
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Now, by the pow'rs o' Terse and prose ! 
Thou art a dainty chield, O Grose! 
Whae'er o' thee shall ill suppose, 

They sairmisca' thee; 
I'd take the rascal by the nose, 

Wad say, Shame fa* thee ! 
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TO MISS CRUIKSHANKS, 
» 

A VERY YOUNG LADY. 

WRITTEN ON THE BLANK LEAF OF A BOOK, PRE- 
SENTED TO HER BY THE AUTHOR. 

Beauteous Jose-bud, young and gay, 

Blooming on thy early May, 

Never may'st thou, lovely flWr, 

Chilly shrink in sleety show'r ! 

Never Boreas' hoary path, 

Never Eurus* pois*nous breath, 

Never baleful stellar lights, 

Taint thee with untimely blights ! . 

Never, never reptile thief 

Riot on thy virgin leaf! 

Nor even Sol too fiercely view 

Thy bosom blushing still with dew ! 

May'st thou long, sweet crimson gem, 
Richly deck thy native stem ; 
Till some ev'ning, sober, calm, 
Dropping dews, and breathing balm, 
While all around the woodland rings, 
And ev'ry bird thy requiem sings ; 
Thou, amid the dirgeful sound, 
Shed thy dying honours round, 
And resign to parent earth 
The loveliest form she e'er gave birth 
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ON READING. IN A NEWSPAPER. m wmm ,,. 

un/v -At «'•>' - 1 -"'iinTr i.itu/ 111 

THE DEATH OF JOHN M'jp(fft f $SQ. 

BROTHER TO A YOUNG LADY, A PARTICULAR FRIEND 

OF THE AUTHOR'S. 1 ,.,„(! 

.-..I- 

Sad thy tale, thou idle page. 

And rueful thy alarms : \ -\f 

Death tears the brother oftiHr lore .> 

From Isabella's arms. , - ,,,,'j 

Sweetly deckt with pearly dew ■ ■ ■ » f 

The morning rose may blow* - • 1 ' 

But cold successive noontide blasts : ' ! * 

May lay its beauties low. . i,, 

. . / 

Fair on Isabella's morn 

The sun propitious smil'd; <!.■':.:' -mI'I 
But, long o'er noon, succeeding dovdftiT 

Succeeding hopes beguil'd. •** • ; t ni ,il 

Fate oft tears the bosom chords , ( " . ■ . 

That nature finest strung : , ' ' . ■ 

So Isabella's heart was form^tL \ [''[ '' !' ,,, 

And so that heart was wrung. "' ""l'" 

Dread Omnipotence, alone, 

Can heal the wound he gate; ' | : ' ^ ,,J 
Can point the brimful grief-worn eyes 1 r ' * 

To scenes beyond the grave. f uM 

Virtue's blossoms there shall Wow, , . . : , , j • / 
And fear no withering blast ; • . . « :\ 

There Isabella's spotless worth . j h . ,; ,,.;, 
Shall happy be ,%t last ,. _,f.„M .ill 
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THE tjr 

HUMBLE PETITION OF BRUAR ... 
V T0 THE'WOBLE DUKE OF ATHOLE. 




t. . • )'■ .-• ; •■» } J III I •■ -i • 



Broar Falls, in Athole, are exceedingly picturesque and beautiful ; but 
their effect is much impaired by the want of trees and shrubs. 

— _ • ■'»•■■'*, 

. '•!.-!/ 

My Lord, I know your noble ear ,. ,. | 

Woe ne'er assails in vain ; I 

Emboldened thus, I beg you'll hear 

Your humble Slave complain, 
How saucy Phoebus' scorching beams, ( 

In flaming summer-pride, 
Dry-withering, waste my foamy stream^ 

And drink my crystal tide. , 

The tightly-jumping glowrin trouts, ! f| 

ThaJbtthrV4fty waters play, 
If, in their random, 1 wanton spouts, 

They near tfye niargin stray; 
If, hapless chance |. tjiey linger lang, \ 

Fm scorching up so shaUow, 
They're left the, whitening stanes amang/ 

In gasping' death to wallow. 



j 



. /-». 



'J 



Last day I gr^wi' spite and teen, 

As ?oe* p***}*,<HU»fl.by, 
That, to a bard, J should ,be seen 

Wi' half my channel dry : 
, A panegyric rhyme 1 ,' 1 wGen,; 

Even as I wad he 1 shorM me ; 
But had I in nty glory heed.. 
He, kneeling, waft'wd mel '"' " 

L3 



H.r { ''I ■■ I 

f ' ' '* 



226 BURNS' poems, • 

Hew, foaming down the shelvy rocks. 

In twisting strength I rin ; 
There, high my boiling torrent smokes, ; 

Wild-roaring o'er a linn : 
Enjoying large each spring and well 

As Nature gave them me, 
I am, altho' I say't mysel, 

Worth gaun a mile to see. 

Would then my noble master please 

To grant my highest wishes, • 
Hell shade my banks wi' towering trees, 

And bonnie spreading bushes. 
Delighted doubly then, my Lord, 

You'll wander on my banks, 
And listen mony a grateful bird 

Return you tuneful thanks. 

The sober laverock, warbling wild, 

Shall to the skies aspire ; 
The gowdspink, music's gayest child, 

Shall sweetly join the choir : 
The blackbird strong, the lintwhite clear, 

The mavis mild and mellow ; 
The robin pensive autumn cheer, 

In all her locks of yellow : 

This too, a covert shall ensure, 

To shield them from the storm ; 
Ancl coward maukin sleep secure, 

Low in her grassy form : 
Here shall the shepherd make his seat, 

To weave his crown of flowYs ; 
Or find a sheltering safe retreat, 

From prone descending show'rs. 
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And here, by sweet endearing stealth, 

Shall meet the loving pair, 
Despising worlds with all their wealth 

As empty, idle care : 
The flow'rs shall vie in all their charms . 

The hour of heav'n to grace, 
And birks extend their fragrant arms, 

To screen the dear embrace. 

Here haply too, at vernal dawn, 

Some musing bard may stray, 
And eye the smoking, dewy lawn, 

And misty mountain, grey ; 
Or, by the reaper's nightly beam, 

Mild-chequering thro' the trees, 
Rave to my darkly-dashing stream, 

Hoarse-swelling on the breeze. 

Let lofty firs, and ashes cool, 

My lowly banks o'erspready 
And view, deep-bending in the pool, 

Their shadows' wat'ry bed ! 
Let fragrant birks in woodbines drest 

My craggy cliffs adorn ; 
And, for the little songster's nest, 

The close embowering thorn. 

So may old Scotia's darling hope, 

Your little angel band, 
Spring, like their fathers, up to prop 

Their honoured native land ! 
So may thro' Albion's farthest ken, 

To social-flowing glasses, 
The grace be — " Athole's honest men, 

And Athole's bonnie lasses !" 



•iijiiifiitf m.««il gut lii etMTofO 

Wi.k 4 *i!i^.; ,i,j *n\ Kit r-niFjiJiT) (>n/ 

•*"■! ■ H»- ■■"■.. ■■•> ts»-»rli nI 

on sclftlNe soste WAtBi*! *^Ari4 

'■' mLocfl.TTOit, ; ,, y i ? 

^ ■ i / iv HA 

A WILD SCENE AMONG THE HILLS OF OUGH^TERTYRE. 

Why, ye tenants of the lake, : »xM n« > 
For me .your watfry. haunt fbrsakcrfh 1/ 
Tell me, fellow-creatures, *rtiy shiiv''< 
At my presence thus yon fly $ t j irAi* * 
Why disturb your social 405ns, ui r i>n / 
Parent, filial, kindred ue8&-»+- 1 - nv» .^ 
Common friend to you and me, 
Nature's gifts to all are free : 
Peaceful keep your dimpling wave. 
Busy feed, or wanton lave ; 
Or, beneath the sheltering rock, 
Bide the surging billow's shock. 

Conscious, blushing for our race, 
Soon, too soon, your fears I trace : 
Man, your proud, usurping foe, 
Would be lord of all below ; 
Plumes himself in Freedom's pride, 
Tyrant stern to all beside. 

The eagle, from the cliffy brow, 
Marking you his prjey below, 
In his breast no pity dwells, 
Strong necessity compels. 
But man, to whom alone is giv*n 
A ray direct from pitying Heav'n, 



Glories in his heart humane — 
And creatures for his pleasure slain. 
In these savage, liquid plains, 

Where the mossy rnrlet strays, 
Far from human haunts and ways ; 
All on Nature you depend, 
And life's poor season peaceful spend. 

Or, if man s superior might 
Dare invade your native right, 
On the lofty ether borne, 
Man with all his pow'rs you scorn ; » 
Swiftly geek, on clanging wings, 
Other lakes and other springs; * , 
And the foe you cannot brave, ? ■ 

Scorn at least to he his slave. 



t - 
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WRITTEN WITH A PENCIL 

OVER THE CHIMNEY-PIECE, IN THE PARLOUR OP 
THE INN AT KENMORE, TAYMOUTH. 

Admiring Nature in ber wildest grace, 
These northern scenes with weary feet I trace ; 
O'er many a winding dale and painful steep, 
TV abodes of covey'd grouse and timid sheep. 
My savage journey, curious, I pursue, 
Till fam'd Bread albane opens to my view. — 
The meeting cliffs each deep-sunk glen divides, 
The woods, wild scattered, clothe their ample sides : 
TV outstretching lake embosom'd 'mong the hills, 
The eye with wonder and amazement fills ; 
The Tay meand'ring sweet in infant pride, 
The palace rising on his verdant side ; 
The lawns wood-fring'd in Nature's native taste ; 
The hillocks dropt in Nature's careless haste ; 
The arches striding o'er the new-born stream ; 
The village, glittering in the noon-tide beam — 

******* 

Poetic ardours in my bosom swell, 

Lone wand'ring by the hermit's mossy cell ; 

The sweeping theatre of hanging woods ; 

Th' incessant roar of headlong tumbling floods — 

******* 

Here Poesy might wake her heav'n-taught lyre, 
And look through nature with creative fire ; 
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Here, to the wrongs of fate half reconcil'd, 
Misfortune's lightened steps might wander wild ; 
And Disappointment, in these lonely bounds. 
Find balm to soothe her bitter rankling wounds : 
Here heart-struck Grief might heavenward stretch her 

scan, 
And injur'd Worth forget and pardon man. 

******* 
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WRITTEN WITH A PENCIL, 

STANDING BT THfe FALL OF FYERS, NBA* lofeJtis*. 

. . • ! f .-.I // 

Among the heathy hills and ragged woods i •m»«". 
The roaring Fyers pours his mossy floods ; . 

Till full he dashes on the rocky mounds, " , !l ' M 
Where, through a shapeless breach, life' stream re- 
sounds. ' ,!' , 
As high in air the bursting torrents flow; ' ' "' " ' 
As deep recoiling surges foam below, \\ „;]/ 
Prone down the rock the whitening AheetfefQtiftd*? 
And viewless echo's ear, astonish'd, rend* t ii^i*) 
Dim-seen, through rising mists and osageta* ifefw'rs, 
The hoary cavern, wide-surrounding, low'rs. 
Still thro* the gap the struggling rivfcr toils; 1 ] "' Xf 
And still below the horrid cauldron boilft-^ ' " ■ n 

* * • * * * * • "« , »«»"'« < 1 

• ii 'ui iiu/ 

.i* -;<i in '•! 
'."■•*■<• 

■-.'/ 
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ON THE 

BIRTH OF A POSTHUMOUS CHILD, 

BORN IN PECULIAR CIRCUMSTANCES OF FAMILY 
)]')/ ? I DISTRESg; / nT;H & 



Swept Flow'ret, pledge o* meikle love, 
And ward o* mony a pray'r, 

What heart o' stane wad thou na move, 
Sae helpless, sweet, and fair [ 

November hirples o'er the lea, 

And gane, alasi the shelt ring tree/, 
Should shield thee frae the storm. . 

May He who gies Hie ram to pour, 
*1>A*& wings j th£ Mast to blaw, 
Protect thee frae the driving show'r, 
" ^Tfce fritter frost and snaw! 

May Heytte.fnend of woe and want, 
Who heals life's various stoands, 

Protect and guard the mother plant, 
And heal her cruel wounds ! 

But late she flourished, rooted fast, 

Fair on the summer mom : 
Now feebly bends she in the blast, 

Unshelter'd and forlorn. 

Blest be thy bloom, thou lovely gem, 

Unscath'd by ruffian hand ! 
And from thee many a parent stem 

Arise to deck our land. 



•» * 
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THE WHISTLE. 

A BALLAD. 



As the authentic prose history of the Whistle is carious, I shall here 
give it. — In the train of Anne of Denmark, when she came to Scot- 
land with our James the Sixth, there came over also a Danish gen- 
tleman of gigantic stature and great prowess, and a matchless champifn 
of Bacchns. He had a little ebony Whistle, which at the commence- 
ment of the orgies he laid on the table, and whoever was last able to 
blow it, every body else being disabled by the poteucyof the bottle, 
was to carry off the Whistle as a trophy of victory. The Dane pro- 
duced credentials of his victories, without a single defeat, at the 
courts of Copenhagen, Stockholm, Moscow, Warsaw, and several 
of the petty courts in Germany ; and challenged the Scots Baccha- 
nalians to the alternative of trying his prowess, or else of acknow- 
ledging their inferiority. — After many overthrows on the part of the 
Scots, the Dane was encountered by Sir Robert Lawrie of Maxwelton, 
ancestor of the present worthy baronet of that name ; who, after three 
days and three nights, hard contest, left the Scandinavian under the 
table, 

And blew on the Whistle his requiem shrill. 

Sir Walter, son to Sir Robert before mentioned, afterwards lost 
the Whistle to Walter Riddel of Glenriddel, who had married a 
sister of Sir Walter's.— On Friday, the 16th of October, 1790, at 
Friars-Carse the Whistle was once more contended for, as related 
in the ballad, by the present Sir Robert Lawrie of Maxwelton; 
Robert Riddel, Esq. of Glenriddel, lineal descendant and repre- 
sentative of Walter Riddel, who won the Whistle, and in whose 
family it had continued ; and Alexander Ferguson, Esq. of -Craig- 
darroch, likewise descended of the great Sir Robert; which last 
gentleman carried off the hard-won honours of the field. 



I sing of a Whistle, a Whistle of worth, 

I sing of a Whistle, the pride of the north, 

Was brought to the court of our good Scottish king, 

And long with this Whistle all Scotland shall -ring. 
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Old Loda 1 , still rueing the arm of Fingal, 
The god pf the bottle sends down from his hall— 
" This Whistle's your challenge, in Scotland get o'er, 
And drink them to hell, Sir, or ne'er see me more !" 

Old poets have sung, and old chronicles tell, 
What champions ventur'd, what champions fell ; 
The son of great Loda was conqueror still, 
And blew on the Whistle his requiem shrill. 

Till Robert, the lord of the Cairn and the Scaur, 
Unmatched at the bottle, unconquer'd in war, 
He drank his poor god-ship as deep as the sea, 
No tide of the Baltic e'er drunker than he. 

Thus Robert, victorious, the trophy has gain'd, 
Which now in his house has for ages remained ; 
Till three noble chieftains, and all of his blood, 
The jovial contest again have renew 'd. 

Three joyous good fellows, with hearts clear of flaw ; 
Craigdarroch, so famous for wit, worth, and law; 
And trusty Glenriddel, so skill'd in old coins ; 
And gallant Sir Robert, deep read in old wines. 

Craigdarroch began, with a tongue smooth as oil, 
Desiring, Glenriddel to yield up the spoil ; 
Or else he would muster the heads of the clan, 
And once more, in claret, try which was the man. 

* By the gods of the ancients !' Glenriddel replies, 

* Before I surrender so glorious a prize, 

I'll conjure the ghost of the great Rorie More*, 
And bumper his horn with him twenty times o'er/ 



Sir RoterJ^peJ^mrfP^^^ ail 

B*f to^^^tffhM fra^on Ma fo*-r-*r. tatfeka* 

Said,tos*doro^WI^^^^ 

A^ r jk*ee«l?ep lAckmt, he?4 die: ere he'<* yields ^ 

To the Ijpard of Glenriddel oar her oes repair, v ./ 
S^^^j^rdrowiuiig of sorrow and care;, , : ._i.. ; ) 
But for wine and for welcome not more known tofaati 
Than {be sense, wit, and taste, of a sweetlovely da**) 

A ba#} was selected to witness the fray, ,j .-y> /-IT- 
And tell future ages the feats of 'the day ^ . .,-» •>< iuM 
A bard who detested all sadness and sptae% .;■ r.it >. 
And wished that Parnassus a vineyard ha4jb#0n*t »!T 

The dinner being over, the claret they ply, . ~—r . 
And ev'ry new cork is a new spring of joy; 
In the bands of old friendship and kinked so set. 
And the bands grew the tighter the more they were wet 

Gay pleasure ran riot as bumpers ran o'er ; 
Bright Phoebus ne'er witnessed so joyous a core, 
And vow'd that to leave them he was quite forlorn, 
Till Cynthia hinted he'd see them next morn. 

Six bottles a-piece had well wore out the night, 
When gallant Sir Robert, to finish the fight, 
Turn'd o'er in one bumper a bottle of red, 
And swore 'twas the way that their ancestors did. 

Then wprthy Glenriddel, so cautious and sage, 
No longer the warfare,' ungodly, would wage ; 
A high-ruling Elder to wallow in wine ! 
He left the foul business to folks less divine. 



The gflteat'Oif Hotter* ftnigh* lwWteiflke fekMV u 1£ ^ 
Btfrwbb'can with fa«e ami qUart^n^ri 'c^^d^ 1 
ThoUgli fatesaid^a hero shontf p^iih liJ HfHt r ; ' * 
So u^otte Bright Phttbfts-^and down fefi thfe fchigh/. 

Next uprose out bard, like a prophet hi drink ;— ^ 
" Craigdarroch, thmi'lt soar when creation shall dbAst 
Batff tbou would flonrish immortal in rhyme, ! ri '* 1 
C*MMe^t>ne bottle more — and have at the subtfmeT' 

" Thy line, that have struggled for freedom with Jfctyce/ 
Shall heroes and patriots ever produce : l [ ' '.' 

So thine be the laurel, and mine be the bay; ' ' 
The field tbowbast won, by yon bright god of day f 

, ... .. . . :- ,■ , i 

... .. ■ • r 

i-mo * Sec OfBian'a Caric-thura. ' 

J > //•;•( ; " . a Bee Jofans«i's Tour to the Hebrides. ' 
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238 . BURNS' POEMS, 

SECOND EPISTLE TO DAVIE, 

A BROTHER POET. 



Prefixed to the Poems of David Sillar, published at Kilmarnock, 1789. 



AULD NEEBOR, 

I'm three times, doubly, o'er your debtor, / 

For your auld-farrent, frienly letter; 
Tho' I maun say't, I doubt ye flatter, 

Ye speak sae fair; .< 

For my puir, silly, rhymin clatter 

Some less maun sair. 

Hale be your heart, hale be your fiddle ; r 

Lang may your elbuck jink an' diddle, 
To cheer you thro' the weary widdle 

O' war'ly cares, 
Till bairns' bairns kindly cuddle 

Your auld gray hairs. 

But, Davie, lad, I'm red ye're glaikit; 
I'm tauld the Muse ye hae negleckit; 
An' gif its sae, ye sud be licket 

Until ye fyke ; 
Sic hauns as you sud ne'er be faikit, 

Be hain't wha like. 



CHIEFLY SCOTTISH. 239 

For me, Fm on Parnassus' brink, 

Rivin the words to gar them clink ; 

Whyles daez't wi' love, whyles daez't wi' drink, 

Wi' jads or masons ; 
An' whyles, but aye owre late, I think 

Braw sober lessons. 

Of a' the thoughtless sons o' man, 
Commen' me to the Bardie clan; 
Except it be some idle plan 

O' rhymin clink, 
The devil-haet, that I sud ban ! 

They ever think. 

Nae thought, nae view, nae scheme o* livin, 
Nae cares to gie us joy or grievin : 
But just the pouchie put the nieve in, 

An' while ought's there, 
Then hiltie, skiltie, we gae scrievin, 

An' fash nae mair. 

Leeze me on rhyme ! it's aye a treasure, 
My chief, amaist my only pleasure, 
At hame, a-field, at wark, or. leisure, 

The Muse, poor hizzie ! 
Tho' rough an' raplock be her measure, 

She's seldom lazy. 

Haud to the Muse, my dainty Davie : 
The warl' may play you monie a shavie ; 
But for the Muse, she'll never leave ye, 

Tho' e'er sae puir, 
Na, even tho' limpin wi' the spavie 

Frae door to door. 
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Friends, so near my bosom ever. 
Ye hae rendered moments dear ; 

But, alas ! when forc'd to sever, 
Then the stroke, O, how severe ! 

Friends ! that parting tear reserve it, 
Tho' 'tis doubly dear to me ! 

Could I think I did deserve it, 
How much happier would I be ! 

Scenes of woe and scenes of pleasure, 
Scenes that former thoughts renew. 

Scenes of woe and scenes of pleasure, 
Now a sad and last adieu ! 



■ i ■■■ a 
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FAREWELL TO AYRSHIRE. 

Scenes of woe and scenes of pleasure, 
Scenes that former thoughts renew* 

Scenes of woe and scenes of pleasure, 
Now a sad and last adieu ! 

.■ .1. I"" ■ 

Bonny Doon sae sweet at gloamin, - ■»«« ■ * 

Fare thee weel before I gang ! 
Bonny Doon, whare, early roaming, 

First I w,eavM the rustic sang ! . . 

Bowers, adieu, whare Love, decoying, 

First enthraird this heart o' mine, 
There the saftest sweets' enjoying, — ■■".. 

Sweets that Mem'ry ne'er shall tine ! " "C 
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THE cA and gh have atwaystbegattaral wand. Tuesdutiftofine English 
diphthong oo, is commonly spelled ou. The French it, «,sooa4* which 
often ocean w Infer SeetUsli language, is marked oo, or «f. Hie a in 
genuine Scottish words, except when forming a diphthoMTt #t followed 
oy an e mote after a single consonant, sounds generally like the broad 
English a in wall. The Scottish diphthong at always, and em ▼cry 
often, sound like the French e masculine. The Scottish diphtfcong «y 
sounds like the Latin**. ■■ ■ ->r 



A\*\L 

Aback, away, aloof. 

Aheigh, at a shy distance. 

Ahoon, above, np. 

Akread, abroad, ip #£***; < 

Ahreed, in breaath. 

^4*i one. >a;«.'i * 

off; Affloof, unpremeditated. 

■*, before. .' r ' " • • 

'» Oft. ; . ; t , 

j«i, often. " ,,,r 

r/«y, off the right line, wrong. 

Mmu, perhaps, 
-dm. own. 

Atn-jMmqr, earnest-monex* 
Airles, earnest moneys- ' '" 
.4*m,iron. 
AM, an oath. 
Aits, oats. ' , 

Aiver, an old horse. 
^Isslr, a hot cinder. 
<4fehf,a)asl 

Alone, alone. • ■ - •": ■■ ■** • 
AJaeart, awkward. 
Amaist, almost. 
Among among. 
-At', and, if. 
./fee*, once. .^ 

^tee, one. 

Anent, over against. 
Anither, another. 
.jfcv, ashes. ■>•* 

Askient, asquint, aslant. 
Artier, abroad, sttrrtaifi' 
Athort, athwart. . 

Aught, poss essi o n r as; m *• my ' 

MtfAr, in aH my possession.. . . ,. 
AmQ longsfne, older time, days' of' 

other years 



.1 

.4«tf, old. , • } 

Auldfarran, or auld /arrant, saga- 
cious, cunning, prudent. 
Avm, at all. 

Ana, away. > 

Avtfit, awful. 

-4«n, the beard of barley; oats, &c. 
Aumie, bearded. 
Ay out, beyond. 

BA*. baU. 

Backets, ash boards. 

Backlins, comin', coming back, re- 
turning* ' 

Bad, did bid. 

Baide, endured. dM stay; 

Baggte, the belly. • . ■ 

Bafnie, having large bones, stout. 

Bairn, a. child. 

Bairntime, a family of children, a 
brood. i 

Baith, both. . 

Ban, to swear. 

jB<m«, bone. 

Bang, to beat, to striven 

Ba*dU, (Mminoiit* pf oard. 

BaUjvt, barefooted. 

Mm, of, or like bat*nv 

Batch, a crew, a gang. 

Baits, botts. 

Bawkrons, a cat. 

Ak^ bold. ' ■ •" 

BaVnt, having' a white stripe down 

Be, toiSt'ti. to give over.' & cease. 

Beastie, anntn.' of 1 beast, 
itof , to add fuel to ire. 

M 




Bin,*bMI*.totaB. I.-. Ii.-.,nily. -™, 

OEtnir. • DiH>ea«l dwerf, • term n,.„.- , i„orbi<l iheep. 



of contempt. Hr—alr, dimimuivt- .J !»fs.-l. 

ISS&m^ fts5.SU:— — — •• 

&&«&.«.,■•«,. Vr 1 -"*""*" 

„■)«#. t »*«*., brenbei. 

SWb, Id blow, to boM. Arm, suioudi. 

Ito ~f Ma, Mm) and. Ntad. A™, jiuw. 1, .„',(. 

JN, a W wfilk.PHTnlllnilMPk, l\, ..... ,, l,-,.i,., :v . 

*> lot* Mndlr, to (Hoe by Mi. /»>.,„, , . hum, > Iric*- 

»• 122? * """"»■ fei&SSsS 



a™.!., broik ; •rwmcotuuif ml- 
M l* f g* J t t one of thote U C Kf l W HJ 'hiijr-. utm shall fine rrKb «* 

=«., nlvoUlot. ,,v„-„-:„ , .1 B. omb.nwn. , 

r, n ftbr^l, a lar^e piece* '..■...: ■!;.! Imrii , UiroL 



BiEE' to "vomit,"" i> fiibtSt 



l^aiuHrr.,' Ibe boilinr of IW 
— uwii[ !Ue locks on the eou 



£f*>, ttfriK, JSbBohllni. 
Anuft, or •"■», EiKiKnue, 

tW'l. itoral.n-lr.iw, Ibe (lax 

&nKt, a kind oT Ibkfc cake of .!,■ , , ,i,. , . i,.. 

■ hi™*-, ■ mull Jaainck, o. iMf i;,.-.;A\. ,[...>■.! n.j.lv. I 

matte of oatmeal, Jh.«r-r..'ri , .i I'.'N < 

JWW, ■ bovtl. fllraimh, M*B|i 

imii, the ibnib elder) planted hna, huniioioi ai 



*, H Ml* Oh, (faa Bmr of *■ 



ei' i«A, the country kilchen ■ 



Bfe?_._.. 

Crf, chaff. 

CnUir, 1Mb, Band, refrmhinr. 
CMfcj or cow, HUM, uildT d*x 




Cumtilin, dcitcRWIir,' «nllT. GaeaawKjf, n luck u 

Cvtfii, or anuf, cMfeifnl, niMry. « tlrl'l iwad; 1 ci 

Cnm>, 1 cbarm, I HMU. Ceft boojhl. 

lv™», w tfOm tK lu^ttmn. CUf , > worjderj db±, 

CarrHrik r -ca«rrtaUv, f-'Tfif, dimln. of cm. 

c.'ar/. Ball raw. ■ Ciu£, from Ajtfit, I aisrtct or Ayr. 

CmrSa, ■ Knot old woMUn. ablre; » called, uilt twiiljoji. 

Omria, earth, from Coll, or Cuiku, » IHdlij! 

: OWPj3iiw/, cSS'lc and ml day. CtSir, ■ teaeml, and «jiq<Kiani 1 






§@ 



«=fc 



— .... fballuri mt tmUu J» co- 

'dnkuif Ctrt. corpi, uwty, elm. 

rbrw; clink far ikm, iJlie (Wi, fed «)Ui oaU. 

, , CMW. Ha hiiiWaiu of * 



iDdar, to Ck/Wh, the crupper. 



t^irt 



«£■ cok. ~~" 



fJj«, iumy. tiiiiiy, fooliali, 

£S,T£ t , ' ' """ ' «■£ 

tax !'■''■'. I'liiii-. valley*. 

/'...■.;„„..,, l,iik]lo B , .■ 

rtrasTKipil •™* *! iJ<m/r,\jr jsif'ri, a day-i iitwar. 

wheel, iw', ii.M-J,'- ,.i.-,-.-. 

Croloai, fretfal, captjoa*. Aistif.vi .'.,.. ,i., 'iwl. 

CruKrnei, lie bauWrnL Umrn., dirain. ot Mm. 

' •-.', I Lfln : if't tmt. mt^ '..«.„. i .. lUtUM 

«• « nwt to be ei-artf, lo belie- f.,v.™, .1. lii 

Crtamlt, ireenr. JJiefc, louLpr, to clean cop***** 
Gw, in ^™J, la coo u • don. cW. 

Cram, * nolfcw ud eaMlHed IJMi, cleaned from duff. 

■Ml ; to nuke ■ nolle like the iUfi,.,, dean.. 

Cn™.^, hnnunj**. _W,/ 1 tlijoi 'iremulaM *tn*a * 

CTo«£*«, crook-backed. - pain. 

Owi, chteifal, ootwjwo*. -D/iin, or (oral, adaaen. 

fVtiiuwy, rbmrfally, caumcoiiily. .''. .■'!.■/, -rnvili.-.l. l,..i„l,.L,-i. 

Oimfie, a eomtaiiUau oToaOnul iUi, rtiinlM, craned, 

ud boiled watec aomellme* from /'.■.;■(., imliicVv. 



CnoM bard ud Male- — ■"■■ ■■" ■'-»• 

Cram, '■ Mow on Ibc bead will n Dmjil* '» 

(W.^l'ilw.Vhcid, InkMT. A^MwToHtkUablkaitheM!. 

Cun>. ■ abort KetT Willi, a l»»r «?. *»,-*uD>ii, allow, 

crooked head. Dtmit, Mont, durante. Bum, *Ulb- 

Gknwj ■ puw « a fame OH the Dona, men pndeDL 

ice, praoiied in Scotland, called /ta, am or are *Me, obb. 

curling. Ilmog, pilhleai, wantlne ton*. 

Car/it. curled nhoao feair fall. M- Be™, worn wilh tttn^faMana, fa. 

nii-flUy in imgLeu. Jialf asleep. 
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if wooM, to drop, ntt, up, P™>*- 

'i, i dnre. futon, pnoy, w«k, lllly. 

ji™, u.c UroMh. Wit, wnklr. 



..■'■■■: ■ ■■ ■■ Fit, -'fie. 

/In..,;,. ,„,ii|,[ : i, ili.il ,li;,..|.' « UK f.ii. tauj, enmity. 

tr,.'pi..-,-. /Mr,*™, bUnc; tbc tat Ian*. 

ZWA, w«. -"— ' = J ~ -"-■ - - JJ 

f>TDinVJIi£ r <lranliTI£. 

Dr,mii, tfiin!, rtmujM. 



TSt"." — '«• 

rn, Hcnsful Hnittll, BfM. 
Itramly, muddy, /in* 10 ll« cora/orUUy, 

l^rft"*™oc*, ineil and water nbwd; Firfo,ar ferUif.to wander i a wi 

^wonted; j«ub-d,drtirtn. JW, fimj, a 



Oik wonted; pwhrt, d 
Dimtri, ban, bowl, 

Durii , puttied by ■ in, 

££,theeye. 

£™. tilt B y(„. 

foA, creator. 

Ibii, Minted, nrodlar r 



>i/te, I* try, Kinopc 

A**, Ml, IM, to ML 



JW,'i akeofbnM 
JM irotfe, on, 

*r*U, tHMfcl rd. 
fniAl, folding. 

M ■ odd, mwdk 
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Fergie. to forgive. 

A&dttj jaded with fatigue. 

Fetmr, fodder. 

Fern, rail, drunk. 

/hvArea, troubled, harassed. 

Fmtk, plenty, enough, or more than 

enough. 
-Ear, a bushel, &c ; also a pitchfork. 
Frme, from. 
-/WA, froth. 
Frien*, friend. 
IV. fall. 
Fud, the scat, or tale of the hare, 

coney, &c 
-Fk/; to blow intermittently. 
/^*r. did Mow. 
iiomw, full of merriment. 
.Far, a farrow. 
-Farm, a form, bench. 
Fyke, trifling cares : to piddle, to be 

In a fuss about trifles. 
Fwl*, to soU, to dirty. 
Fyti, soiled, dirtied. 

GAB, the month; to speak boldly 

or pertly;. 
Gaierhavde, an old man. 
Gadtman, a plonghboy , the boy that 

drives the horses in the ploagh. 
Gam, to go ; good, went ; gaen, gone ; 

*<**, going. 
Gaet, or gate, way. manner, road. 
Gang, to go, to walk. 
Gar. to make, to force to. 
Gart, forced to. 
Garten, a garter. 
Gash, wise, sagacious, talkative; to 

converse. 
Gatkm, conversing. 
Gave*, jolly, large. 
Gaud, at the ploagh. 
Gear, riches, goods of any kind. 
Geek, to toss the head in wantonness 

or scorn. 
Ged, a pike. 
Gentle*, great folks. 
Geordie, a guinea. 
Get, a child, a young one. 
Ghaut, a ghost. 

Gie, to give ; gied, gave, gien, given. 
GMw, dimin. of gift. 
Gtglett, playful girls. 



Gillie, dimin. of gill, a boy. servant. 

Giljxy, a half grown, half informed 
boy or girl, a romping lad, a hoy- 
den. 

Gimmer, a ewe from one to two 
years old. 

Gin, if, against. 

Gipteg, a young girl. 

Gtrn, to grin, to twist the features 
in rage, agony, &r. 



Gaming, grinning. .,...,. 

GtxM, a periwig; 

GlaOitt, inattentive, footlsk. ' 

Glaive, a sword. 

G«oty, half-witted, Italian, reap* . 

Gfa&, glittering, smooth JQte.a 

glass. 
CAW, aimed, . w 
GUek, sharp, ready. 
Gfer. sharp, ready. 
GA», glebe. 
Gto», dale, deep valley* 
Gley, a squint, to SQaJist; mgley, off 

at a side, wrong. 
Gtie-aakket. that speaks smoothly 

and readily. 
Gknt, to peep. 
Glinted, peeped. 
Glintin, peeping.. 
Gloamm, uetwiligbt. 
Glowr, to stare, to look, a stare, a 

look. 
Glowr'd, looked, stared. 
Gowan, the flower of the daisy, dan- 
delion, hawk-weed, &c 
Goaany, gotoany gknt, daisied daks. 
Goad. gold. 
Goaf, the game of Golf; to strike 

as the bat does the bail at golf. 
GowJPd, struck. 

Goat, a cuckoo, a term of contempt. 
Goal, to bowl. 

Grant, or grain, a groan, to groan. 
Grain*d and gaunted, groaned aad 

granted. 
Graining, groaning. 
Graip, a pronged instrument for 

cleaning stables. 
Graith, accoutrements, furniture, 

dress, gear. 
Grannte, grandmother. 
Grape, to grope. 
Grapit, groped. 
Grot, wept, shed tears. 
Great, intimate, familiar. 
Gree, to agree; to hear tie grot, to 

be decidedly victor. 
Gree*t, agreed. 

Greet, to shed tears, to weep. 
Greettn, crying, weeping. 
Grippe t, catched, seised. 
Groat, to get the whistle of one** gnat, 

to play a lotting game. 
Gronsome, loathsomely, grim. 
Grotet, a gooseberry. 
Grumph, a grunt, to grunt. 
Grwnphte, a sow. 
Grun, the ground. 
Grunstane, a grindstone. 
Grtmtle, the pniz, a granting noise. 
Gr untie, mouth. 
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Otm*U9j thick, of thriving growth. 

C^^^ Supreme Being; good. 

Gats*, good* ' 

Gutd-mornin, good morrow. 

Glad-e'en, good evening. 

Guidman a** gnidwife, the master 
and mistress of the home; yornng 

jhMMmri, a man newly married. 

rarity* .or gvUie, a Urge knife.' 

Gnuffather, guUmother, father-in- 
law, and mother-in-law. 

Gulravage. running in a confused 
disorderly manner. 

Gumlie. muddy. 

Gusty, tasteful. 

HA*, hall. 

Ha* title, the great bible that lies 
in the hall. 

Hoe, to bare. 

llaen, had, the participle, 

Haet.fient haet, a petty oath of ne- 
gation; nothing. 

Buffet, the temple, the side of the 

Haffiins, nearly half, partly. 
Hag, a scar, or gntf in mosses, and 

moors. 
Hani', a ldnd of podding boiled in 

the stomach of a cow or sheep. 
Hmm. to spare, to sure. 
Hahrd, ■pared. 
Hairst, harvest. 
Haith, a petty oath. 
Haivers, nonsense, speaking without 

tnoognt. 
/far*, or hold, an abiding place. 
Hale, whole, tight, healthy. 
Holy, holy. 
If cum, home. 
Hal/an, a particular partition wall 

in a cottage, or more properly a 

seat of turf at the outside. 
Hal la mm ut , Hallow-eve, the 31st of 

October. 
Homely, homely, affable. 
Hmaf, or hornn*, band. 
Ham, an outer garment, mantle, 

KlaM, dec. to wrap, to cover, to 
ap. 
Hopper, a hopper. 

Hap step'at^/oup^op skip and leap. 
Harkit, hearkened. 
Ham, very coarse linen. 
Hash, a fellow mat neither knows 
how to dress nor act with pro- 
priety. 

Hastit, hastened. 
Hand, to hold. 

Houghs, low ly tog, rich lands; val- 
leys. 
Hourl, to drag, to peeL 



Haurlin, peeling.. • 

Haveret. a half Wttett pen**} toff 
wilted. * -■■.•■: 

Hovmt, good manners, decora*.' 
rood sense. 

Hankie, a cow, properly one wtth 
a white face 

Heapit, heaped. 

Heutsome, healthful, wholesome. 

Hearse, hoarse. 

Hear*t, hear it. 

Heather, heath. 

Hech.'obl strange. 

Hecht, promised to foretell some- 
thing that is to be got or given; 
foretold; the thing foretold; of- 
fered. 

Heckle, a board, in which are fixed 
a number of sharp 'pins, used in 
dressing hemp, flax, &c. 

Heexe, to elevate, to raise. 

Helm, the rudder or helm. 

Herd, to tend flocks, one who tends 
flocks. * 

Herrin, a herring. 

Hetty, to plunder ; most properly, to 
plunder birds' nests. 

Herryment, plundering, devasta- 
tion. 

Hersel, herself; also a herd of cattle 
or any sort. 

Het, hot. 

Heugh, a crag, a coal-pit. 

Hilch, a hobble, to halt. 

Hilchm, halting. 

Himsel, himself. 

Hiney, honey. 

Hmg. to hang. 

Htrple, to walk craaJly, to creep. 

Hirsle, so many cattle as one person 
can attend. 

Histie, dry, chant, barren. 

Hitcht, a loop, a knot. 

Hixxie, huzzy, a yonng girl. 

Hoddm, the motion or a sage coun- 
tryman riding on a cart-borse; 
humble. 

Hog-score, a kind of distance line, 
in curling, drawn across the rink. 

Hog-shovther, a ldnd of horse play, 
by justliug with the shoulder; to 

Hool, outer skin or case, a nut-shell, 

jpease-swade. 
Hoolie, slowly, leisurely. 
Hoolie! take leisure, stop. 
Hoord, a hoard ; to hoard. 
Hoordit, hoarded. 
Horn, a spoon made of horn. 
Hornie, one of the many names of 

the devil. 
Host, or hoast. to cough. 

Hostin, coughing. 
M 3 
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Uotttt coughs. 

J2*ttl4tsui»Bdtopsy~an^, Mend- 
ed, iQunwd. m . 

.ZtuwauMg ansYr, iDnncaojcn. 

Howkt, an owl. 

Kmm, dbntn. of home. 

Ufa*, to heave, to awdl. 

ifc*>J. heaved, swelled. 

//»**#, a nidwtle. 

JTsuw. hollow, a hollow or dell.. 

H0mAmc*is,wnk In the back, spoken 
of a horse, &c 

Avf, a landlady,* bouse of resort. 

H<mk. to dlf . 

Jlowktt, dieted. 

liowtm, digging. 

Jlomlet, an owl. 

^. to urge. 

/f»jr/, urged. 

Jfsyar, a pall upwards. 

Jfry/*, to amble craxily. 

Hmghoe, dhnin. of Ilogn. 

JJnrckom. a hedgehog. 

JfaraW/, the loins, the cropper, 
i, coahion. 



J'in. 

Iektr, an ear of corn. 

In-— t a greatgraodchild. 

Jlk, or iltm. each, every. 

JOmiBu, ill-natured, malieions, nig- 

ffardly. 
Jmgitu, genius, ingenuity. 
Jngk, fire, fire-place. 
lit, i shall or will. 
Itkcr, other, one another. 

J AD, jade; also a familiar term 
among country folk* fur a giddy 
young girl. 

Jaui, to dally, to trifle. 

Jmukm, trifling, dallying. 

Jmup, a Jerk of water; to jerk as 
agitated water. 

Jmm, coarse raillery, to poor out, to 
shot, to jerk as water. 

JiJfe, a jilt, a giddy girl. 

Jimp, to jump, slender in the waist, 
handsome. 

Jink, to dodge, to turn a corner, a 
sodden turning, a corner. 

Jinitr, that turns quickly, a gay 
sprightly girl, a wag. 

JuUrin, dodging. 

Jirk, a jerk. 

Joctehg, a kind of knife. 

Jouk, to stoop, to bow the bead. 

Jem, to Urn, a verb which includes 
both the swingiug motion and peal- 
ing soun d of a large bell. 

Jwmm, to jostle. 

KAE, a daw 



1 of brats* 

i mcmiii 



farmer. 
KtUuci, a cheese. 
Kttk. a peep, to peep. 
K«tmt, a sort of miscUevoassaMtJ, 

said to haont fords and fenfafat 

night, especially In stoma. 
Km, to know; ieWorlswV t kww> 
JKmam, a small matter. 
KomtptcUe, well know*. 
Kju, nuttled. hairy, a ftoectfefuMm. 
Kumgk, carking. analety. 
Kilt, to truss up the clothes. 
Kimmor, a yooug girl, a gossip. 
Aim, kindred. 
Am', kind. 

Khura Cooter, countiy stallion. 
Kimg'+kood, a certain part of *e 

entrails of an ox, fte. 
Kintra, country. 

Kim, the harvest sapper, a ebm. 
Kirs**, to christen, or baptise. 
Kut, chest, a shop counter. 
Kitckm, any thing that eats wsTa 

bread, to serve for soup, gravy, Jkt. 
Kith, kiudred. 

KittU, to tickle, ticklish, diatak. 
Kiuim, a young cat. 
KiuttU, to cuddle. 
Kiuttlm, cuddling. 
Knmmt, like butgs, or pools of 

Knmppin, a hammer, a »»■"»—» for 

breaking stones. 
Knowe, a small round hillock. 
Knurl, dwarf. 
Kje, cows. 

KyU, a district in Ayrshire. 
Xju, the belly. 
KjfiAa, to discover, to show ©art ten*. 

LADDIE, dimin. of lad. 
Lnggon, the angle between the aVde 

and bottom of a wooden dfam. 
L*ijfh, low. 
Lmring, wading, and atnktag is 

snow, mud, dec. 
Lmth, loath. 

L*ithfu\ bashful, sheepish. 
LmJlmu, Scottish dialect 
LMmbti, dimin. of lamb. 
Lorn/tit, a kind of shell-ash. 
Lmmt, land, estate. 
Z*a#, lone; my Asm, lay /saw, Ac. 

myself alone. 
fjojuljf. lonely. 
Long, long ; to think Imng, to long, 

to weary. 
Lmp, did leap. 
Love, the rest, the remainder, the 

others. 




' saws; 



,<' llll'M L.h Iff Lr.Hlll.l. 

sWk-. rtl» i m.tlrt fw 
bn'ltviiiiuimciiuatli. 

(ofiui, |uod manuurv r]n.... h niin. 
i .!/-■ -j., /,-.., LiJ-hrt.1, milt, imiudenl. 

/■ .,,,... i .'■.,„;,„, II „ I ■!.:.-.■ Hikiilj;. -I/,,'.:' ■'.'.:.■.. .1 . ■ . ■ ! - - 1" „l ill.- (...(( 

/.:■■■■/. Hi'' |mI i. ■ I I. '■r'.L llillltillll. 

L-a, did lit. - ! fr«.. [Ji-im, Jlu.U'illi irii. k. 

/■«, rtormt «f ImF. .V.','. I||[,|.I, ivni.-i]ilir;iiici>, 

J^», 4 (Hlh.u-, :i iii^.pruLili'ii. .1 «■>■ -Ij'.'.r.-.inILM' ILii-mK 1 ' ■;,iu-nr:.,,v. 

X4M4, Puniuf. Miica'd, :^<m-<.|.' 

Jjvfi, luuoed. JUnfFiii, mitfouk. 

/»»[<■/. 'h»vi'r i fj a Iwiniit. M-il-r-maiiit, cunroirdly mlnM. 

V.'. V . r f. L -II, -|| .■.-.■.!. II lld^l ^lllll U. I. ■//,,• \- JIM.1--.II. 

/*■», tikt cliinus-ey. .[/.">■, II. iiLIpIiIi/h a Bhtep. 

J«ti, • lirjo iikcu uf chtiw. II. i:, .If. .■.■.-;.,■, ,.i .,| in; P.. in...., .. 



ZnM.acolwiiof 
lawn, HnukJut. 
ifV, QTlBriXBC 



hnokjDf' -lf.'piifi.'.'Vff a mole. 

If ■ mind odour, PW Mtimie, liimlii. oI'idodk- 

u... ' ..1/;,,,,.' i .-,,/. 1,1 nii.tu ■>(1>ilJi|i[v 

ol until-, ikcLlnl Lilly, mil 
J-Ktiik, hi EDiHih pint. 



J*!?' to 

Ml, nuUnt- *»"'. 

J<*Uw,' MuHy. Avr, 

Mm,, u * : ~ ' 
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Mk, * neighbour. 
Neuk, nook. 
JNieet, nest. 
JVsm, the fist. 
Nieve/m', handful. 
Niger, an exchange; to 

to barter. 
Niger, a negro. 

NmeHmiied-emt, a hangman'* whip. 
JVi/, a nut. 
NerUmd, of or belonging to the 

north. 
JVMrt, noticed. 
Nowte, black cattle. 

cy.of. 

Oehels, name of mountains. 
OAntt, O faith! an oath. 
(My. or «m«, any. 
Or, u often used for ere, before. 
(ft, of it. 

(htrie, shivering; drooping. 
Oursei, or oureeKs, ourselves. 
(haters, cattle not boosed. 
Cter*. over, too. 

(here/tip. a way of fetching a blow 
with the hammer over the arm. 

PACK, intimate, familiar; twelve 
stone of wool. 

Painch, paunch. 

Paitrick, a partridge. 

Pane, to cram. 

Parle, speech. 

Parritch, oatmeal pudding, a well- 
known Scotch dish. 

Pmt, did put, a pot. 

Pottle, or pet tie, a plough-staff. 

Paugkty, proud, haughty. 

Party, or pawkte, cunning, sly. 

Pay't, paid, beat. 

Peck, to fetch the breath short, as in 
an asthma. 

Pechan, the crop, the stomach, 

PeeUn, peeling. 

Pet, a domesticated sheep, &c. 

Pettle, to cherish ; a plough-staff. 

PhUibegs, short petticoats worn by 
the Highlaudmen. 

Phraise, fair speeches, flattery, to 
flatter. 

Phraisin, flattery. 

Pibroch, a Highland war song, 
adapted to the bagpipe. 

Pickle, a small quantity. 

Pine, pain, uneasiness. 

Pit, to put. 

Placed, a public proclamation. 

Plack, an old Scotch coin, the third 



twelve ef 

I** 



part of a Scotch pent 
which make an frngllah paonjr* 
PlmckUu, pennyleaa, iiMhwi ■ 

ney. 
Platte, dimin. of plate. 
Plrv, or pieugk, a pJoaffc. ■ » 

Pliskte, a trick. ■ v.t 

PonmL to seise on cattle, or lalavflkt 



...» 



...i 



goods, aa the laws of 

allow. Ibr rent. 
Poortith, poverty. 
Poai, to pull. 
PouM, to ptoek. 
Poussie, a hare, a cat. 
P<m/, a poult, a chick. 
Poeft, did pull. 
Poutiiery, like powder. 
Pmo, the head, the akntt. 
Pownie, a little horse. 
Povther, or povther, powder. 
Preen, a |>iu. 
Prent, print. 
Pro, to taste. 
PrsrV, tasted. 
Pii^, proof. 

Pn>, to cheapen, to difpnte. 
Prtggin, cheapening. 
Prtmtie, demure, precise. 
Propone, to lay down, to propose. 
Provoses, provosts. 
Pvnd, pound, pounds. 
Pyle, a pyle a* caff, a 

chaff. 



Q UA T, to quit. 
Quak, to quake. 
Quey, a cow from one to two 
old. 



RAG WEED, herb ragwort. . 
RaMe, to rattle nonsense* 
Hair, to roar. 

Raise, to madden, to inflame* » 
RamfeexPd, fatigued, overspread* 
Ram-stam, thoughtless, forward* 
Raploch, properly a coarse doth, «W 

tw«/ as an adnoum,for coarse. 
Rarely, excellently, very welL 
Rash, a rush; rash-euu, a bosh of 

rushes. 
Ration, a rat. 

Raucle, rash, stont, fearless. 
Roughs, reached. 
Raw, a row. 
Rax, to stretch. 
Ream t cream ; to cream. 
Reamtn, brimtal, frothing. 
Reave, rove. 
Reck, to heed, 
itafe, counsel, to counsel. 
Redvms-iked, walking in bkmd over 

the shoe-tops. 



HrfsL,. eta 

Rm/&, tmokai, nisoky. &om*r, ■ 



rHtar- -Scrim, to Jllife swiftly ilonf . 



«i/ T t ndge. J*', Mil; d hV|ri «/, cvn 

km in cnrilnff on Idh -Sc*J T to lend. 

■A. ' ' iii i.'u l.'.i .',!■■ :>S«ikm. 



it<\m, ■ mefl- &iaxgi*>i, -\ ti. I. , ,,nn 

iiW. round, iotli«drcJ.O<n.itb- trwyl ■>■&>,» 

■owiood. him away. 

JIc*F*/ , hunt, ■ «Hk ■ Olid, .V„::.f. ;< I TO, 

a*nMt, plcuUAil. .v*«l-, llp -liuw . a null wood la . 

ii~y lo mil, to wrap, b.ilfow plire. 

ficVl, rolled, wrapped. .-„■..... L'niLln, -liiimi. 

A»H, 10 low-, to billow. v;..f,,:,„( i,. itij mj'j *■/■« 









Siouliir, ihi itigiildtr, 
»'i|, w mitim, tuny. *c. »«■• _. J 

&r*i'i"protUlBllni<u>U, -SJ&- ■'' "- 

85*» 



Tim* in ilswui 
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Skiegh. or Sleigh, proud, nice, Mgh- 

mettled. 
SttutiM, a small portion. 
SHrL to shriek, to cry shrilly. 
Skirting, shrieking, crying. 
^irr/Tahriekecl. 
Silent, slant, to run aslant, to deviate 

from truth. 
Sklented, ran, or hit, in an oblique 

direction. 
Skreigk, a scream, to scream. 
Slut sloe 
StatU, did slide. 

Simp, a fate, a breach in a fence. 
Slaw, slow. 

Slee, My : tleert. slyest. , 
Sletkit, sleek, sly. 
Stiddery, slippery. 
<S/yjw, to fad over, as a wet fnrrow 

from the plough. 
Slypet, fell. 
Sma\ small. 
Smeddum, dust, powder, mettle, 

sense. 
Smiddy, a smithy. 
Smoor. to smother. 
Smooru, smothered. 
Smoutie, smutty, obscene, ugly. 
Smytrie, a numerous collection of 

small individuals. 
Snapper, stumble. 
Snath, abuse, Billingsgate. 
&mv, snow, to snow. 
Snaw-broo, melted snow. 
Snazeie. snowy. . 
Sneck, latch of a door. 
Sned, to lop, to cut off. 
Sneeshin, snntf. 
Sneeshin-miU, a snuff-box. 
Snell, bitter, biting. 
Snick-drawing, Uriefc. contriving. 
3imc*, the latchet of a door. 
Snoods, Ribands for binding the 

hair. , , 

Snool. one whose spirit is broken 

with oppressive slavery ; to submit 

tamely, to sneak. 
Snoove. to go smoothly and con- 

atantly, to sneak. 
Snowk, to scent or snuff, as a dog, 

horse, &c. 
Snowkit, scented, snuffed. 
Sarnie, having sweet engaging looks, 

lucky, jolly. 
Soom, to swim. 
Sooth, truth, a petty oath. 
Sough, a sign, a sound dying on the 

ear. 
Soupie, flexible, swift. 
Sotuer, a shoemaker. 
Sowens, a dish made of oatmeal, the 

seeds of the oatmeal soured, &c. 



boiled up All they mate in agri*- 
able podding . " * 

Soup, a spoonful, a small auantttroT 
any tlwig liqnfd. *~" ?•* , 

Sowth, to try over a tune with a few 
whistle. 

Sovther, solder, to solder, to cenmfe 

" \e, to prophesy, to divine. 
«rM,to dash, to soil, as with Bare. 
nd, a limb. 

ivut, having the spavin. 
, tat, or spate, a sweeping torrent, 
after rain or thaw. 

Speel, to climb. 

Spenee, the country parlour. 

Spier, to ask. to inquire. 

Spier t, inquired. 

Splatter, a splutter, to splutter. 

Spteughan, a tobacco-pooch. 

Splore, a frolic, noise, riot. 

' trattle, to scramble. . 

'eckled, spotted, speckled. 
.*ring, a quick air In mask, a Scot- 
tish reel. 

Sprit, a tongh-rooted plant, 
thing like rushes. 

Sprit tte, full of sprits. 

Spunky fire, mettle, wit. 

Spunkte, mettlesome, fiery; 
wisp, or ignis-fatuus. 

Spurt le, a stick used In making eat. 
meal pudding or porridge, a no- 
table Scotch dish. 

Squad, a crew, a parly. 

Squatter, to nutter in water, as a 
wild duck, &c 

Squattle, to sprawl. 

Squeel, a scream, a screech, to 
scream. 

Stacker, to stagger. 

Stack, a rick of corn, hay, &e. 

Stargie, the diminnthre of stag. 

Stalwart, strong, stout. 

Stan*, to stand ; stan*1, did stand. 

Stane, a stone. 

Stank, did stink; a pool of standing 
water. 

. Stop. stop. 

Stark t stout. 

Startle, to run as cattle stung by (be 
gad-fly. 

Staumrel. a blockhead, hafcwitted. 

Statu, did steal, to surfeit. 

Stech, to cram the belly. 

Stechtn, cramming. 

Steek, to shut, a stitch. 

Steer, to molest, to stir. 

Steeve, firm, compacted. 

Ste/l, a still. 

Sten. to rear as a horse. 

Sten't, reared. 

Stents, tribute, dues of any kind. 



GLOSSARY. 



St< 



S$ll< 



steep ; etej/ett, steepest. 
'«, stnbMe: sttWe-rig, the rea- 
per In barm who mm the lead. 
£&* «a 4ow. totally. altogether. 
4M&, a cratch; to bait, to Jimp. 
S ttmpart, the eighth part of a Win- 

.cfaester bushel. 
&hrk> i cow or bollock a year old* 
4s*f£a. plant or root of colewort, 

StfSSrySockUig ; throwing thettock- 
nt, when the bride and bride- 
groom are pot into bed, and the 
candle oat- the former throws a 
stocking at random among the 
company, and the person whom 
it strikes Is the next that will be 
married. 

Stocked, made up in shocks as corn. 

Stoor, sounding hollow, strong, and 
hoarse. 

Stot, an ox. 

Stoup, or tump, a kind of Jog or dish 
with a handle. 

Staure, dust, more particularly dost 
in motion. 

Stomm. stolen. 

Stownlnu, by stealth. 

Stoyte, stumble. 

Struck, did strike. 

Strae, straw ; to its a fair ttrae death, 
to die in bed. 

Strati, did strike. 

StraUu,' stroked. 

Strappan, tall and handsome. 

Str aught, straight. 

Strack, stretched, to stretch. 

Striddle, to straddle. 

Stroan, to spout, to piss. 

Studdte, an anvil. , 

Stumpie, dimin. of stomp. 

Strunt, spirituous liquor of any kind ; 
to walk sturdily. 

Stuff, corn or poise of any kind. 

Sturt. trouble; to molest. 

Sturtm, frighted. 

Sucker, sugar. 

8*4, sboold. 

Sugh, the continued rushing noise of 
wind or water. 

Sutkron, southern, an old name for 
the English nation. 

Swaird. award. 

awsfiV, swelled. 

Swank, stately, Jolly. . 

Swanku, or twanker, a tight strapping 
young fellow, or girl. 

Swap, an exchange, to barter. 

Swarf, swoon. 

Swat, did sweat. 

Swatch, a sample. 

Swats, drink, good ale. 
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Sweaten, sweating. 

Swear, lazy, averse; ieaaUweer, ex- 
tremely averse. 

Swaer, swore, did 

Swinge, to beat, to whip. ?. 

Swirl,* curve, an eddying bkat, a. 
pool, a knot In wood. 

Swirlie, knaggy, full ofknofB. 

Swith, get away. 

Swither, to hesitate in choice, in ir- 
resolute wavering in chafe*. 

Syne, since, ago, then. 

TACKETS, a kind of nail* ft* diiv. 

ing into the heels of shoes. 
Toe, a toe; tkne-tad*d, having three 

prongs. 
Tairge, target. 
Tak, to take : takin, taking. 
Tanuattan, Tantallon, the name of a 

castle and mountain. 
Tangle, a seaweed. 
Tap, the top. 

Tapetless, heedless, foolish. 
Tarrow, to murmur at onera allow- 
ance. 
Tarrow*t, murmured. 
Tarry-hreeks, a pallor. 
TauUL or told, told. 
Taupte, a foolish tbougbtlest young 

person. 
Touted, or tautie, matted together; 

spoken of hair or wool. 
Tavbie, that allows Itself peaceably 

to be handled; spoken of ahorse, 

cow , &c. 
Teat, a small quantity. 
Tedding, spreading after the mower. 
Ten-hourr+ite, a Might feed to the 

horses while in the yoke, in the 

forenoon. 
Tent, a field pulpit; need, caution, 

take heed. 
Tentie, heedful, cautions. 
Tent lest, heedless. 
Teugh, tough. 
Tkack, thatch: thack an rape, doth- 

ing necessaries. 
Tkoe, these. 

Thoirmt, small guts, IkkUeetriogs. 
Tkomkit, thanked. ^ 

TMekU, thatched. 
The git her, together. 
Themsel, themselves. . 
Thick, intimate, familiar. 
TMeveless, cold, dry, spited ; spoken 

of a person's demeanour. 
TUr, these. . 
Thirl, to thrill. 
TkirUd, thrilled, vibrated. 
Thole, to suffer, to endure. 
Thowe. a thaw, to thaw. 



3Vf, rmw h 

JV.-tinir*' 
JV.J*™, * few. 






TV— w,ndi>lBfcJg. TV^Mm.ifcw. ■-■ 

ZVuta, lluutiini. SrWrt. *""" * ■ -™ 

'nunttn. UiirlMn. fW>, lu pat 

T Vmfc, Bitelf. 7>t», ■ dor. 

SSir, [Ewu, Mif~"- i7«ww> — ~ . 
n^to mVkt . liuri 1 

g?* 

T Jn iM.Mnbtr. .,.._,„„„ 

Ttm, t., |«i rtw, lost rw, ujbc. 

XWifa-, . tioVtr. ' lfc*»,Yhed* 

3'inf (At (cr«, intUwrnr. _ __ 

7>, ith. VAFRI&.n 

TimmVKt, two-wnct. O™, tbt. 
Tirf/lo mikr ■ ill,hl mbc, to Mi- *"rr(, « rinj n> 



l>irik>, whluivriai. 



II ..<*;. i!n< it. .>.sihrc«t tint mmMhm 

i| r,v>lv.l,l,'I!,|-,i.i5hlb < n«A i w«l(. 



JkB/ttaMMarikani 

(a Wow « bom, Ac. »*r* p ciiore, qnri. 

TJjjirojK. Jin/if. Mnj.k', M (Qlly; 

7Wn«, moid, ihim. Wmj. the htlly. 

**- - — J "« fSthtca of ftnul* ir„,,.,,i,', j wi[ v 



. .. si 

■/lii.™,»or'.flierlik»old«p. II „...:■• 

rrmummtrifSJ, irabMorrnuri, met*- i: ■....!,. 

BiniTltOklf. IlViJl: lmltown.l..LL 

TVwUw, trad. gfrzg' 

IWrti, rnll oftricki. «'«/»' w 



■'■,:"i!'iS;!i''t- 



/(>..',, wurl.lly.u 



&'»«&>; i'lwi'i, '•"wind."-,; ' »V„',,ivUideit,iu:.l)"tt™iofytn.. 

JC.I3.I,' CHcJrcu'elk u fufltH do ([.„,.,,'(,„ H'huknv. 

gi^Jininled. ' HTn^'an 'biE.' 

J" 1 - _ , " ' ''■ ; '. "U'liln. a t.u.u'llipla.iw 

S^mT* «?!!£&■«■ Se* Sfa-clm H*™ , '?"'[" 

W«, lISlcj »S<5!wr,«tle«iM; »V,'w«S. ' 

Wml, well; uitrM, wo'lfire. JCW/.,ii i-m ,',:-. i.,.,,".',.,,.,.;.!,.'..),, 
lira, rMa, *«km. iiiwIf "i will* in- wifinus. 

HMUta- „ II.,i,j-M,ihf u-.it.-r li nulled b^Lm- 

B?/ e ,^»c diaii. ,,'.'"'>": '■ *;"■ - c *" | i> lc u'Iuojh. 

WUufa,towb« 

J..-.r,'.j. .L -|illll. ,1 [hurt; JID J|> 
rorebvde Ihe ihtsoij'i dji|irt"— ki — 

m, wliiniD, ranck-H, l\ylifevfH, n flanii.fi vflM, 



*/«?«/ ymri. ' 

ritt, b..ion, thu live 

. riri. In lull, lu jerk. 

ir'!, : .' .,'■".' ."i'Vvi- i! ui-Vi'! ' " " rrfii, yokine, .tool. 

,(:,.-. , ■ii.v,;„„[^c ...f .i„|-..„, i: K™/,V»MlJ. 

lerm fur wife. t™-*(. rwiM". 

H pHH to madder. roK.tti.fc 

«. ..-■..,. ...-mm:,. ;,....-■. r«4,Uiim.». 
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